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PART I. 

FROM THE LAND OF ETERNAL 

SNOW 



THE REDEMPTION OF 



DAMIAN GIER 



A silvery mist — thickening and filling a deep gorge, 
hiding in sheeny waves of vapour the chromic hues of an 
unimagined luxuriance. Massive red stone crags, running 
into precipitous khads down which human foot might 
never hold or spring ! Crags and spurs — but children of 
lofty parent heights, throwing spires into the sky — which 
tinted by a crimson glow, shone against the still greater 
range, like peaks of burnished gold, — and, backing these 
— ^those silent giants cutting the clouds, and picked out 
black against the copper red vault — the home of ever- 
lasting snow ! 

A narrow road, barely wide enough at its broadest to 
admit of the meeting and passing of two laden mules. A 
road leading from plateau to plateau in deep, uncertain, 
perilous steps, which wound and twisted upwards— ever up- 
wards among the forests of sacred cedars, plantain palms 
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2 THE REDEMPTION OF 

and colossal cacti — spreading ghostly arms, as if to snare 
unwary travellers into a spirit world of primeval 
vegetation. 

The time was the season after the rains and the difficult 
road up the sometimes unlovely lower spurs lay through 
sloping forest and dipping jungle, begemmed with wild 
roses, clematis and sweet jessamine, while fair patches of 
emerald grass tempted the tired and much hampered 
traveller to linger on his way — nor heed the sudden 
coming of the oriental night, which drops on earth from 
the ice-bound pinnacles of the guardian spirits of Indian 
Asia — the mystic abiding place of the Destroyer* — the 
invincible Himalayas. 

At this period, traffic up the dangerous Thibetan road 
was impossible and the merchants and adventurers who 
made the journey accomplished it on foot or upon wiry 
hill-ponies; while, if the traveller was a woman, the 
canvas 'dandie' slung upon bamboo poles, carried her 
over the ground and necessitated a procession of native 
attendants whose single file progress resembled, from a 
distance, the slow advance of a string of ants. 

On an evening towards the end of September a party 
of travellers were hurrying on towards Simla ; striving to 
reach the hill station between that place and Kalka, and 
the shelter of a dftk-bungalow or public rest-houscj 
before the brilliant crimson and amber had merged into 
the gloamless night 

* Sival The third power of the Buddhist Trinity. 
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DAMIAN GIER 3 

The foremost members of this party were two horsemen 
whose mountain nags kept a slippery and precarious foot- 
hold on the craggy road. These were followed — ^at a 
distance of a hundred yards or so, by the native cue, led 
by a mate, and bearing in its midst, the canvas dandie — 
in which female travellers journey — by the side of which 
walked a dusky white-robed, braceletted ankletted ayah. 

The men rode silently and singly, the first guiding his 
animal carefully, but with the unthinking assurance of 
long habit, while his head hung forward and his eyes 
were fixed pensively on space. His companion followed 
closely in his footsteps and with the fear and wariness of 
a man more imused to hill wandering than his leader. 

They were both dressed in the light loose woollen 
dress of the Anglo-Indian traveller, and the protecting 
puggaree almost hid the face of the man who rode in 
front. His friend presently called to him. *< Dick 1 " 

The first rider stopped and allowed the speaker to 
come up within conversing distance — for the road was 
almost too narrow for them to stand abreast. 

" Shall we reach the station to-night ? " 

Dick descended firom the throne of his dreams and 
became cognisant of present matters. 

"No I I don't think we shall," he said decidedly, 
"Nanko!" 

The mate or overseer of the native servants came 
quickly forward. 

« Sahib ! " 
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" How far is Kyrie Ghat from here ? " 

** More than a coss, Sahib." 

" A coss ! " The speaker turned to the other English- 
man '* a < coss ' may be anything you like over three 
miles," then to the Indian, " Can we camp here ? " 

The man answered somewhat dubiously. ** There is 
growth yonder— and — ^if the fires are kept up^" 

" Ah, yes, I understand! You must see to that." 

He paused and waited for the procession of ants to 
bring the dandie within reach of speech, then said gently : 

" We are going to camp here, Nell." 

" What ! Stay here all night ? " responded a thin 
querulous voice from the interior of the canvas bag." 

" Yes, my dear ! I am sorry for the necessity — but 
there is no other way. Come, Rarie ! " 

A few divergent paces further through the thick grass 

and rank untutored growth and in a short time the little 

party was encamped upon the verdant sward — the 

protecting fires were blazing — the occupant of the 

dandie was safely ensconced inside the tent and the only 
sound that broke the stillness of the translucent eastern 

night was the monotonous gurgle of the hubble-bubble ; 

while two tiny smoke wreaths showed the cigars of the 

Englishmen, recumbent by one of the fires. 

The dancing blaze showed the face of the elder of the 

two men again buried in contemplation. A handsome, 

grave face whose thirty years had wrought traces of care 

— of stress lines on the good square brow and about the 



DAMIAN GlER s 

deepest earnest eyes. An Indian sun had dealt unkindly 
with his complexion and had bleached his hair, but the 
hand that held the cigar was firm and white, with the long 
flexile fingers and strong rounded nails of the practical 
engineer. The second man, whose lighter, fuller eyes 
were fixed intently on the face of the first was younger by 
four years, slighter and lither but sufficiently like the other 
to proclaim them brothers. There was a difference in the 
forehead and jaw~a rounding of the first and a pointing 
of the last — which suggested a stronger will, greater con- 
centration of purpose and a completer patience for 
investigation, in the younger man than in his older and 
sterner brother. 

His voice was soft and melodic and the hand which 
presently lightly touched Richard's sleeve, was fair as a 
woman's, and its fingers were tipped with nails more oval 
than those of the strong hand which balanced the leaf. 
His eyes were fraught with a strange sympathy and when 
he spoke, his voice sank to a gentle inflection betokening 
a kindly feeling for some hidden and haunting sorrow. 

" Dick ! " 

Richard Gier turned his eyes towards his brother, but 
made no other motion. 

" Is it — ^hard — going up to Simla ? " 

A low, almost scornful laugh curled the other's lip. 

"Hard? Why, Rarie?" 

"Because — you may drop across Mrs. Quemham,and — " 

" Rarie ! You're a sentimental schoolboy ! " said 
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Richard almost roughly, and with a swift movement of 
his arm and elbow, as if he would throw up a barrier 
between himself and his brother. 

Everard Gier was silent. He turned over and lay 
contemplating Richard, with his chin resting on the palms 
of his hands — and presently spoke again, in a tone which 
ignored, while it answered the rebuff. 

"Schoolboys are not sentimental, Dicky" he said 
smoothly, " but it's astonishing how much sentiment we 
can stow in thirty years— especially — " more slowly and 
softly — " when we have married to oblige somebody else, 
and are nearing the place where the woman lives whom 
we would have married to oblige ourselves, — ^if we could." 

Richard Gier raised himself on his elbow and spoke to 
his cigar. " It is astonishing how the benzoline of Time 
wipes out the grease spots of the heart," he said coldly, but 
the very hardness of the intonation negatived its sincerity. 

Everard Gier remarked this, and his soft characteristic 
laugh preluded his answer. 

"You don't mean that, Dick. I wish for your own 
sake you did. There is a fire in the hearts of such men 
as yourself which defies even the cleansing powers of 
Time." He dragged himself closer to his brother and 
they both fell under the glare of the flames. " I was only 
a youngster when — you — were — in such — trouble ! and I 
remember only the beauty of Alison Grouch. Am I not 
old enough yet to be your confidant ? Sometimes it is a 
good thing to slop it over, Dick ! " 
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II 

Richard Gier transferred his attention from his cigar 
to his brother. 

" You are old enough to be my confidant," he said 
grufiSy, " and you are old enough to know better than to 
talk bunkum." 

"What bunkum have I talked?" inquired Everard 
calmly. 

**You said that I married to oblige somebody 
else." 

" So you did, Dick ! You married to oblige father and 
Uncle Richard. Mind I " Everard again lightly touched 
his brother's arm " I don't say you didn't love Nell as 
well as most men love their wives — ^and I know she was 
always very fond of you — ^but — if you hadn't split with 
Alison Grouch, Nell wouldn't have had the ghost of a 
chance— name — ^heritage and all! Come now, would 
she ? You'd have been well content with your earnings 
as a mining engineer and penniless, beautiful Alison, and 
would not have given an instant's regret that the line of 
the Gier succession must fall into the hands of a poor 
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man and that Nell's fortune would go to her husband, 
whoever else he might have been ? 

Richard Gier knocked the ash off his eigar with a slow 
action and a short sharp sigh, and resettled himself in his 
blanket without speaking. 

" Won't you tell me how it was, Dick ? " This time 
Richard Gier spoke to the flame of the fire, in abrupt 
sentences, without removing the cigar from his lips. 

« What a troublesome fellow you are Rarie ! Yon are 
as inquisitive as a woman ! To begin at the beginning ! 
It is not hard for me to go up to Simla for I think what 
fancy I had for Alison Quemham is cured. I certainly 
shouldn't be fool enough to allow myself to grizzle over 
another man's wife. You say you knew nothing about 
it. I know you didn't. Neither did anybody else. 

Alison Grouch comes of an ancient Scotch family, and 
she possesses, or did possess, all the pride of past race, 
and all the present poverty, of most of the old Scotch 
houses. In addition to this, she was, as you have twice 
remarked, very pretty. Sir Richard and Nell met her in 
Edinburgh, and Nell invited her to stay at Culver Hall. 
When she came there, she made the usual sensation that 
a pretty woman makes in a coimtry house and I fell in 
love with her. She was clever, fascinating, and strong 
minded enough to suggest a woman whose mental powers 
might win her a place in the world above her sisters. 
We— were — very fond of each other — and — we became 
engaged. Bless me, Rarie ! the rest can explain itself ! 
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You know my faults ! I have told you she made a sensa- 
tion ! You were there ! You where twenty — ^not a kid — 
you could see for yourself! There were men at Culver! 
I was a jealous fool ! She was high spirited ! I wanted to 
assert my right of proprietorship — and — and— we dis- 
agreed! One word made ten — ^and — I left Culver and 
Alison Grouch. It was a fortnight in Paradise ; but — 
Rarie boy ! the lollipops on the tree of Knowledge taste 
very good while we are sucking them — but — ^they leave a 
nasty after flavour ! I married Cousin Nell, who, as you 
say, was always very fond of me — ^poor little woman ! — 
and she married Quemham of the Royal Artillery and 
has got her Scotch exclusiveness tied up in the tawdry 
rags of military cliqueism at Simla yonder. Now, you 
know all about it. Go to sleep and let me do the 
same." 

Richard turned his shoulder to his brother with a twist 
whose emphasis dismissed the subject. Everard reached 
over and taking the other's hand, pressed it with that 
silent squeeze which cements sympathy and understand- 
ing between man and man — a squeeze which, despite 
Richard's forced and unnatural brusquerie was returned 
with the strength of the undemonstrative affection exist- 
ing between these men — ^and which recognised and ac- 
cepted the younger brother's kindly feeling for the scarred 
heart and poverty stricken love life of the elder. 
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III 

The brilliant, spangled night had merged its blue into 
a mysterious, shimmering green which had gradually 
spread into a pale lemon hue, mellowing into a scarlet 
glow ; barred, as day came on, by horns of flaming gold, 
casting up the snow topped giants into stupendous charred 
and blackened blocks of God*s own masonry — His For- 
tress of Infinity ! — turning in their time, and as the molten 
horns absorbed the scarlet, into peaks and towers of fire. 

Before the world grew crimson, the crack of two rifles 
pointed the silence of dawn in the jungle around the tent 
encampment of Richard Gier, and as the forest voices 
woke, the brothers tore their way through the tangled 
mass of herbage, and ruthlessly trod the dewy grass, 
trampling the bright convolvuli and masses of blue for- 
get-me-not I 

Their conversation of the night was forgotten and 
Everard Gier had the satisfaction of hearing in Richard's 
laugh a more spontaneous ring than before the older man 
had taken his advice and ' slopped it over ' even to the 
limited extent to which he had accorded his confidence to 
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the younger. In bet — Richard Gier Was in lighter spirits 
that morning than had been his wont for some past time 
and Everard entering into his mood together they dis- 
cussed with interest the future of both. 

" When this road job is through " said Dick " I shall 
come back to Simla ! I don't expect to be there in time 
to see the bantling when it comes. I daresay I shall be 
somewhere knocking about Chinese Tartary — ^but Nell 
will stay here — for the air of Simla is better than the stuffi- 
ness of the Plains and I shall not let her go back to Calcutta 
for the child's sake ! Good gracious ! what a tangle ! " he 
went on, as he found himself caught in the ghastly arms 
of an enormous cactus. *' We've got up on top of the 
khad, Rarie ! miles higher than the tent pitch." 

His ' miles higher ' was metaphorical, but when they 
had cut their way through the close growth they found 
that a rather ugly and perilous scramble down the crag- 
side stood between them and breakfast. 

The sure and practised foot of Richard Gier enabled 
him readily to aid his less accustomed brother, and the 
gnarled and twisted roots and wandering elfish tentacles 
were hacked and cut away, where they could not be 
divided. After a slippery descent they halted upon a 
narrow plateau, smaller and more entangled than that on 
which the tent was pitched. Here they paused — gun 
in band — ^to find a suitable pathway. 

Beneath them lay the white canvas, stretched upon 
jewelled grass — still and silent — in the growing light, 
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apparently bereft of humanity ; for the coolies had for- 
saken the promised sun-glare and had taken up a position 
under a sheltering rock, crowned with a shadowing cedar ; 
and the blue smoke arising from their mud ovens showed 
their occupation. All else was lifeless and the forest 
voices seemed either to have quitted or not to have 
reached that patch of star-flecked emerald green. 

Presently a figure emerged from the tent opening — ^the 
figure of a woman muffled in a shawl and carrying a light 
canvas camp chair which she set on the grass and sat 
upon. 

This woman walked with a lack of elasticity and sat 
down with the listless air of an invalid. At some move- 
ment within the canvas, she turned her head with the 
irritable gesture of the neurotic hypochondriac, while the 
few words which floated up the khad to the ears of the 
watchers, were spoken in the sharp querulous tone of the 
easily excited woman of narrow perceptions. 

This was Mrs. Gier, and Everard glanced at his brother 
with an awakening interest evoked by their night's con- 
verse. There was no brightening of the grave eye — ^no 
relaxing of the stem face — ^no pulsing beneath the bronzed 
cheek — ^no smile anticipatory of welcome. Nothing, save 
a strange sad pity which smote the heart of Everard Gier 
as he watched it steal over the features of the man whose 
gaze lighted on the seated figure. 

Aye! Everard Gier well knew his brother's faults. 
Richard had been a "jealous fool!" and the weapon 
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which had let his life blood was of his own impulsive 
sharpening ! — and, too, Everard knew as emphatically as 
the other would have denied it, that when those dark eyes 
rested on that lonely woman — a gracious shadow took 
her place and Richard Gier sinned as men and women 
sin who war against Nature and the God within them. 

Suddenly the eyes hardened into points of horror and 
his face set like a stone ! while his hand stealthily and 
with the nervous grip of supreme tension, grasped and 
cocked his rifle. With swift and inexplicable action, he 
dropped to earth and lay prone upon the plateau with the 
gun brought to the eye line. Everard Gier, in extremity 
of amazement followed Richard's perspective and he, too, 
stiffened in every joint, while almost insensibly his fingers 
sought convulsively the trigger of the weapon in his 
hand. 

A sinuous tan-coloured creature was noiselessly creeping 
through the matted vegetation ; its velvety springy footfall 
bringing it nearer and ever nearer to the unconscious 
woman in the chair ; its lashing tail and bentback ears 
precursive of the noiseless crouch and deadly spring. 

Everard Gier slowly raised his rifle, irrespective of the 
action of his brother ; and the leaden muzzles pointed in 
the direction of the silky, elegant, terrible panther. 

Some noise inside the tent, perhaps the close breathing 
of the animal itself — startled Mrs. Gier. She sprang to 
her feet and faced round 1 The brute gave a snarl which 
echoed up the khad to the ears of her husband ! Simul- 
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taneously, the two rifles cracked, and the creature bounded 
in the air ; falling with a sickening thud ; and rolling in 
mortal throes to the feet of EUinor Gier. 

They tore down the thorny face of the crag with reckless 
strides and a sudden fear at both their hearts. The 
breaking branches and fedling flints failed to rouse the 
woman who stared, in a fixed stupified fear that has no 
name, at the huge quivering form of the panting beast 
before her. 

Richard Gier stopped and clutched his brother's arm 
in a painful grasp of horrible boding : 

" It may kill her, Rarie ! — ^and the child ! — God of 
heaven ! What may it do for the child ? " 
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IV 

The tropical heat pierced the laths of the Venetian 
shutters in a carefully darkened room at Simla. On the 
bed lay a woman, battling with life and death. By her 
side stood the doctor and two ministering attendants — 
an Indian serving- woman and a lady. 

The time was the early days of December and the cool 
snowy breath from the watchful Himalayas tempered the 
torrid sun rays as they forced their way into the room 
and tried to touch the fevered brow of the sick woman. 
But no vitalizing breeze came to EUinor Gier and an 
hour later the watchers knew that the tiny atom of 
humanity which lay, moaning in sorrow at its own 
accursed coming, upon the lap of the ayah, had purchased 
it's life at the expense of it's mother's. 

When the sun's crimson had given place to the Asiatic 
night, EUinor Gier was dead. 

The English woman who had assisted the doctor softly 
left the room where the Master of Life had taken his 
stand and glided into the adjoining chamber. 

A man stood awaiting her in fretful anticipation. 
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** Well 7 " he said in a brusque whisper — ^then threw 
up his hand " Ah! — ^you needn't speak ! I know." 

She did not speak but sank into a low chair and covered 
her face with her hands. After a short pause, the man 
spoke again huskily — ^almost affrightedly — 

" The child ? — Mrs. Quemham ! Is it alive ? " 

Alison Quemham nodded. 

" Does the doctor think it will live ? " 

She looked up : 

** It is impossible to say at this time. It is always im- 
possible to prognosticate concerning the life of a newly- 
born in£ant. It is delicate, but as far as I can see, it is 
the same as other children. There is no trace" — she 
stopped. He nodded sadly and she went on — *^ if it is 
well cared for, it may survive." 

Everard Gier took a turn about the room in deep 
thought, then suddenly he came down to Alison Quem- 
ham and spoke earnestly. 

" Mrs. Quemham, I am going to hurt your feelings — 
and I may be going to ofFend you." She shook her head 
and clasped her hands with a quick gesture. 

" I don't think you could, Mr. Gier " — 

" Why don't you call me Rarie ? You used to when 
you were Miss Grouch ? 

She smiled. 

" Well, well— you were a boy then." 

"That doesn't matter. When I say I am going to 
hurt your feelings I mean I am going to remind you of 
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what you have brought upon my brother and upon that 
poor little creature on Nadya's lap, by not bemg its 
mother and by letting that poor skeery, neurotic girl take 
your place." he jerked his head in the direction of the 
inner room." That child is the heir of Culver. My 
brother Dick's son would have been so in any case. But 
you know, the son of Ellinor Stapleton Gier inherits 
;^35iOOO a year through her as the daughter of her 
mother, who was the only child and heiress of John 
Francis Stapleton, the Lancashire Railway King." 

Alison Quemham nodded : 

'' I know that. Believe me, Rarie, it had a great deal 
to do with my seemingly cruel treatment of your brother. 
One couldn't stay in the house a day with that poor 
woman, without guessing how deeply she was in love 
with her cousin Dick. I knew that long before I saw 
him. I fell in love with him too — but — it was better he 
should marry Nell than a penniless Scotch girl and — so 
— when his jealous temper got the better of him — I ranged 
myself on the side of his temper and when his better 
nature and clearer judgment would have mended things 
between us — I was obdurate — ^for his worldly weal, Rarie. 
Men never do women justice in these matters, Everard 
Gier, but I should like you to believe me, and to tell me 
why you speak so of this child." 

Everard Gier looked down at her slowly swinging in the 
low rocking chair, and spoke with unwonted sincerity — 

''Indeed! — and in very deed, I do believe you, Mrs. 
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Quemham, and I speak so of this child because I think 
ts case more than ordinary." 

He moved aside and slackened his tone into an in- 
flection of almost apprehensive diffidence, begot of the 
ghastly possibility which had entered his mind. 

'* You say there is nothing to show — I hope — I have 
heard — of cases — ^where the results of such a calamity 
have been — ^not physical — ^but '* 

Alison Quemham sprang to her feet. 

" Oh no— no— no ! Not that ! Oh, I hope not I " 

She fully conceived the horror of the suggestion and 
followed her exclamation with a silence of dismay, 
broken by the entrance of the doctor. 

James Vivash was the Surgeon-major of the regiment 
in which Alison Quemham's husband held command. 
He had known the circumstances of this unhappy case 
since the coming to Simla of Ellinor Gier three months 
before and in answer to Mrs. Quemham's sharp query 
he spoke without reserve— and he first addressed himself 
to Everard Gier. 

" You are going up, Mr. Gier ? " he inquired, jerking 
his head to indicate the road lying over the mountains. 

Everard Gier nodded. 

** You are going purposely to tell your brother — ^this ? " 

" Yes." 

"Ah! — ^well, you know best what to say. It may 
comfort him to know that, taking into consideration the 
state she was in when she arrived at Simla, it was next 
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door to an impossibility for her to survive. It is a first 
child, you see — and — and — I, for one, never expected her 
to bring it into the world alive — or to live through it. 
She was half-demented when she came here, and she has 
been in a state of prostration since. Her brain could 
not have borne the strain, even if her stamina had been 
able to show fight. Tell Mr. Gier this and it may be a 
source of solace to him. As tor the baby'* — ^here Dr. 
Vivash turned to Alison Quemham in association with 
Everard Gier. 

*'It is delicate! — ^very small! — ^but I see no reason 
why, with care zxid judicious nursing, it should not live. 
I should be very careful about the rearing of this child, 
for you have no notion, Mrs. Quemham, wtiat an enormous 
effect the nurse has upon the child. No woman really 
knows how much she forms her men and women. Bad 
progenitive influences may be suppressed and entirely 
eradicated by the after-influence of the first woman with 
whom they are brought in contact. I have known the 
child of a down right bad woman — amorally as crooked as 
a sickle, become a straight-walking God-fearing man by 
means of the good soul who took him from his mother. 
This poor little, thing may have escaped the fright which 
has made him an orphan* There are — only — ^three 
things about him — ^which mark it." 

" Mark it 1 I thought he was scathless," cried Alison. 

'* So did I until I came to look at him closely. Wait 
a moment 1 '* 
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Dr. Vivash went into the inner room and presently 
returned with the Ayah who bore the small, beflannelled 
atom on whose life so much depended. The surgeon 
took the baby from her and coming to Mrs. Quernham, 
laid it on her lap and with true womanly instinct Alison 
Quemham gathered in her arms the stricken motherless 
child of the man whom she had loved well enough to 
drive away " for his weal " as she had said. 

Fool ! to rate hearts as the balls in a juggler's basket ! 

Her fine eyes glistened with unshed tears as she looked 
down upon the puny helpless creature. 

" He looks like other children, Dr. Vivash," she said, 
'* small, it*s true; but like Brandon when I first held 
him." 

" Brandon Quemham was a fine healthy child ! " 
replied the Surgeon-major, <<and his eyes were open! 
This little fellow is blind ! " He went on in reply to her 
answering exclamation of pity, " I do not think it is per- 
manent. The pupils of the eye seem all right, and I can 
discover no cranial conformation to account for optical 
trouble. The eyes seem merely closed, as are the eyes of 
all feline animals at birth! And Brandon was not bom 
with teeth ! Put your finger inside this infant's mouth 
and feel its upper and lower jaw." 

She did so and withdrew her hand with a startled cry I 
Four tiny pin pricks had pierced her finger ! 

" He has teeth I " she exclaimed. 

" The fang teeth of the felts pardus ! — and see ! — above 
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the closed eyes a curious conformation of the brow 
corrugator strikes one, which may in after life develop 
into a peculiar frown or contraction conveying a strange 
expression to the features ! These are all the evidences 
of exterior effect I can discover. But such an emphatic 
cause may produce other than merely outside results." 

'< Mr. Gier suggests the same thing ! '* murmured 
Alison in her former affrighted tone, " Could such a 
disastrous contingency be in any way averted ? " 

James Vivash paused and stroked his chin. Then 
spoke with deliberation. 

" I have hopes of his nurse ! I tell you the rearing of 
a child produces a tremendous characteristic bias. I 
don't want a common woman ! I don't want a stupid 
woman ! and above all, I don't want a coloured woman ! 
The nature and habits of the larger camivora are to an 
extent, indigenous to the human race evolved under the 
same solar plane which produces and nourishes them. I 
must have no Eastern — or cruel callous sunborn woman I 
Whom can we get ? " 

Alison Quemham looked down upon the unusually 
white skinned mite lying upon her lap. It lay quite still 
and silent! no childish querulous cry issued &om its 
small pale mouth ! Even at that early time, it was a 
pretty child — despite its closed eyes ! The puckers 
scoring its tiny face laid almost an expression of grief 
upon its features 1 In that minute, she remembered 
well the fair English home in which this progenitally 
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cursed little creature's father had offered her the best he 
had to give. She remembered all, good and bad, which 
had come to her from Fortune's hand since; and her 
heart beat very gently towards Richard Gier. Before he 
left Simla, he had begged her to * look after Nell,' and 
he had gone-up the mountains with memory too — and 
sorrow and foreboding in his wake. 

With Alison Quemham all softer emotions must be 
sacrificed on the cromlech of the duty of the moment. 

She looked up at the Surgeon-major. << Brandon is 
only three months old." He nodded, surprised. She 
turned to Everard Gier : — 

"Go up the Tartary Road and find your brother. 
Tell him what has happened and what Dr. Vivash has 
said. But — ^tell him from me that as far as Nature can 
be made to square with circumstance, I will help to 
neutralize this trial ! Tell Richard Gier I will suckle 
his son myself,** 
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For nine months Alison Quemham kept her word and 
fostered the blind child of Richard Gier. Upon Everard 
Gier's return, he had brought a message from his brother, 
whose road blasting had taken him to Rarung, within a 
march of Thibet. This message was characteristic of 
Richard Gier, and was eloquent by reason of its very 
brevity. It consisted of three words scrawled on a sheet 
of note paper ** God reward you ! " and was initialled only. 

Alison Quemham laid it aside, fully understanding the 
depth of feeling which had dragged those three pregnant 
words from the heart of the strong nature that had 
loved her so well. 

At the end of August Major Quemham left Meemt 
where he had been quartered and went to Bombay tak- 
ing his domestic entourage with him. 

Henry Quemham was a tall, heavy man of five-and- 
thirty years of age showing promise of ponderous weigh 
in the future. His sapphire blue eyes glinted with a hard 
steely light upon his foes, but the glow in their depths 
was tender enough when they rested on Alison. 
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It was told of him that, at the sack of Delhi, he had 
ridden with but two followers into the heart of the rebel 
lair and, commanding the renegades to pile their arms, 
had upon a suspicion of mutiny shot ten of the traitors 
with his own hand without removing the cigar from his lips. 

The love of such men is neither puny nor trivial ! 
Call them butchers if you will ! They are thorough 
enough in all things — passions and emotions — virtues 
and vices — to make themselves respected for their 
completeness and feared for their power! Love is 
egoistic and it is the purely esoteric nature of the 
man which excites it ! John Churchill was a fool in the 
hands of a shrew ; and the appearance of the big, burly 
form of Henry Quemham and the sound of the softened 
tones of his harsh voice, were welcome at home as the 
form and speech of a kind father and indulgent husband. 
Unlike many men, he had taken Alison's action with 
regard to Richard Gier's child in the true spirit of a high 
souled man and straight-thinking gentleman. It struck 
him in the same light as if his wife had taken the gar- 
ment she was wearing and had bound up the wounds of 
a sinking man : and, as time went on, the extraordinary 
development of Damian Gier excited an utterly subjec- 
tive interest in the husband of his foster-mother, while 
his kindly toleration of and sympathy with her action 
concerning the son of her old lover, brought her husband 
nearer to Alison than all his gentle consideration which 
had gone before. 
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So came the healing balm of time and circumstance to 
Alison Quemham, and Richard Gier's prayer was already 
answered — ^both in her and in his child — for despite his 
blindness— few infants were as beautiful as this strange 
little victim of mishap. He was quiet and even-tempered 
crying seldom and then with a curious wailing intona- 
tion and no tears. He revelled in the sunshine, and 
thanks to the splendid health of his nurse, his primitive 
fragility vanished, giving place to a physical strength 
and personal well being which vied with the sturdy 
vigour of his year old foster brother — Brandon Quemham. 

Before Alison left Simla, Henry Quemham came up 
from Meerut in order to bring her into the plains. And it 
was here, when Damian Gier was nine months old, that the 
first development of his extraordinary case manifested itself. 

The Surgeon-major, James Vivash and Mrs. Quem- 
ham herself had almost come to look upon the child's 
closed eyes as a lasting blemish and lack. 

The surgeon admitted that he could not account for it 
save by possible paralysis of the motor nerve caused by 
primogenital shock ! The blindness seemed to produce 
an abnormal depression in the little one. 

BUnd children are deprived of much of the vital exci- 
tation which produces movement and gesture in their 
seeing companions ; and the sense of loss is accompanied 
by a want of emotional display. 

But Damian Gier, baby as he was, seemed absolutely 
saddened by his affliction. 
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Those other evidences of the shadow on his birth 
which had shown themselves seemed to have been lost 
in his growth, and beyond the facts that in his fits 
of displeasure or pain, he never wept ; that his eye teeth 
were small, curved and pointed, unlike those of ordinary 
children ; and that the curious conical frontal contraction 
showed itself when the boy was annoyed; he had no 
mar upon his beauty whidi was being gradually 
heightened by a promising profiision of tawny curls — 
clinging about his little head in soft thick masses I 

As the first year of his life neared its close, Alison 
Quemham's interest and almost her apprehension were 
aroused by the introduction into the boy's infrequent, 
tearless exhibitions of anger, of a singular raucous 
note I and by the growing unrest of the muscles beneath 
the eye lid. 

The day after the arrival of Henry Quemham, Alison 
spoke to him. 

<* Harry I do you know I have been almost hoping that 
Damian Gier would be blind ? " 

<< Would be blind I Why ! What do you call him 
now, Allie ? " 

**l know what you mean, and I know what I am 
talking about. Of course, he is sightless because his 
eyes are closed, but he is not blind. Vivash said he was 
not at his birth. He afterwards changed his opinion 
and said that his mother's fatal fright might have had 
that disastrous effect. It is a very common thing! 
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But Vivash is wrong, Harry, I am sure. Damian 
Gier's eyes are not permanently shut; and — do you 
know, I am afraid to think of what may be behind those 
closed lids ? *' 

Henry Quemham was an unimaginative member of 
an unimaginative system. He looked at his wife in 
surprise. 

« Why I Allie ? " 

She answered as if in self-communion. 

•• I hardly know ! — I donH know ! — but, — I am* 
Everard Gier calls people's eyes ' that part of man 
which arrogates his surviving essence.' I tell you I am 
almost afraid to see the light of his ' surviving essence ' 
shine in Damian Gier ! You told me yesterday you had 
heard something about his father : what is it ? " 

" He has been transferred to the Works of the Ganges 
Canal and goes almost immediately to Hardwar. He 
will very likely take Simla on his way. That crack- 
brain you were quoting just now is still among the 
Paharis. He has fallen in love with the cedars yonder, 
is studying the habits of the niggers and sketching." 

Henry Quemham spoke with a magnificent contempt 
of the artistic pursuits of Everard Gier and twirling the 
end of his heavy moustache, went on : — 

" Poor old Dick Gier 7 He was a jolly fellow when I 
first dropped across him! Something seems to have 
crooked him ! I can't help but fEUicy he didn't want to 
marry his cousin for all her money. It must be a nasty 
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thing to have to marry a rich woman you don't care a 
curse for — almost as bad as marrying a man you don't 
love, eh— AUie ? " 

" Yes 1 " she said slowly. He went on : — 

"You knew her better than you knew him^ didn't 
you ? " 

" I knew her much longer." 

"Yes, I thought so. She always gave me the im- 
pression of being a bit of a vinegar-cruet. Well, well, he 
owes you a good deal for what you have done for this 
poor little beggar." 

The appearance of the " poor little beggar " in the 
arms of his ayah put an end to the conversation and the 
Major, with heavy good nature patted its cheek with his 
big finger and thought, as he quitted the verandah, that 
he was glad nothing had happened to spoil the well- 
being of Brandon. And Alison ! — Surely she was a 
prudent woman and knew when silence is indeed more 
than golden and when secrecy is the incarnation of 
wisdom. 

Her conversation with her husband was completed the 
next day, when a dark-faced man appeared in her pretty 
drawing-room announced by a title which told Alison 
more than Major Quemham knew. 

Sir Richard Gier caught her hand in his, and held it 
with the feeling which finds no vent in words. 

It broke at last into a husky whisper. " What can I 
say to you ? Tell me what to say ! " 
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She made a deprecatory gesture. 

" Don*t say anything until you see what I have done. 
It is a year since you were in Simla. You know — all — 
that has happened in the year ? " 

" All ! Rarie told me of — ^my — ^punishment, and how 
you — ^you good woman ! — ^tried to lighten and neutra- 
lize it. But — judgments may not be lifted, Mrs. Quern- 
ham. This curse upon my child is a judgment upon 



me. 



Ah ! How well Alison Quemham knew this soul- 
torturing self-analyst. How, from himself and in himself 
must come all good and evil. Such moral egoists are 
hopeless ! They know nothing of collateral cause and 
effect. Disasters which assail them are the meed of 
evil doing and they know no way of twisting a cross 
into a crown, but go their narrow road in hopeless, 
morbid fatalism. 

The gloomy brow of Richard Gier told Alison Quem- 
ham how much this thing had lain upon his heart. Not 
for his child's sake, but for his own. The pro-natal 
blasting of that infant life was a direct blow from the 
Divine Hand laid on him ; and the intervention of this 
woman was a fitting completion of the anathema. 

She had, however, taken up his cause in good faith 
and with a wholesome issue in her mind, therefore did 
he thank her with real gratitude, leaving only his 
bleached hair and sunken eyes to tell how this calamity 
had embittered his brooding, pessimistic nature. 
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** Will you see him ? " asked Alison kindly. Richard 
Gier sank into a chair and momentarily covered his face 
with his hands. 

" Is — ^is — ^he — ^very — ^hideous ? " he faltered hoarsely. 

** Oh, Sir Richard ! After such a question, I will not 
delay one moment I I will bring him myself." 

The boy was asleep in his cot, when his foster-mother 
found him and as she quickly and deftly took him up and 
carried him into the room, he did not wake« She drew 
aside the fine net work which still covered the little 
fellow and held him to Richard Gier. 

** Look 1 " she said, proudly. 

And as they looked — slowly the child's eyelids lifted, 
receding into the cavity of the brow until the overlapping 
skin layer alone was visible, and the lid's sole evidence 
was the dusky firinge shading the mutable pupil, and 
Damian Gier with wide open stare gazed up into his 
father's facet turning from him to the woman who had 
begun his redemption, a pair of eyes of surpassing beauty 
— ^yellow then as the topaz, but iridescent — ^bright and 
cold as splintered ice — ^and with a latent, strange, inscrut- 
able and fearful force in their unhuman iris which drew 
her own as the magnet draws the steel, and froze into a 
petrified amazement, the cry of surprise which broke 
from Alison Quemham's lips. 



PART II 

THE WEFT OF FATE AND ITS 
LOOM-WORKERS 
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VI 

Out of a busy London street — where those folk live 
who lead the life strenuous, where the lofty many-storied 
buildings on either side, reek of a surplus humanity and 
are overstocked with tenants; not the poor, but the 
well-to-do labourers; a dark wide space opens into an 
irregular block of residential buildings, terminating, at 
the end of the block, in a gloomy mansion with blackened 
walls, few windows, and narrow doors. 

On a dark day in Autumn, a private carriage crested 
with the hat and tassels of the prelacy waited before 
the sinister looking entrance of this uninviting domicile. 

The carriage was a roomy vehicle, but dun-coloured 
and shabby, and sufficiently homogeneous to indicate the 
same owner as the mansion. Its attendants were elderly 
and acrid of aspect and they awaited the coming of their 
master without indulging in any light or trivial inter- 
course in the meantime. 

When the door opened to permit the egress of the 
proprietor of the house and carriage, his personal appear- 
ance agreed well with his surroundings. He was tall 

D 
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and gaunt — swarthy of skin and keen of eye. Between 
fifty and sixty. His footstep suggesting the first age and 
his sparse white hair and lined £ace presupposing the 
latter. The hard angular chin settled itself in a Roman 
collar and the cut of his rusty black dress with the violet 
edging at the neck marked him a bishop of the Roman 
Catholic Church. 

The carriage bowled along smoothly enough, and 
during its course, it met few horses superior to those in 
its own shafts — for his episcopal lordship might be severe 
or unbeautiful in bis habitation and equipage but the 
shabbiness must not extend to the steeds. Was not 
Hugh de Monasterys the representative of one of the 
oldest {amilies in England? He might ride in what 
coach he pleased*— but the cattle which drew it must be 
like his lineage— unsullied and irreproachable. 

These incomparable animals conveyed the prelate 
westward and deposited him before the portico of a large 
comer house in a solitary square of respectable antiquity 
and reputation. This dwelling resembled his own in as 
much as it was gloomy and forbidding of aspect, but 
about it was at least one bright redeeming spot. On the 
balcony bloomed shrubs and flowers ; stunted in growth, 
it's true; but carefully trained and tended — and in a 
nook of the wall nearest to the sunshine, sheltered under 
glass and made impervious to the chilly wind by artificial 
heat — ^bloomed an uncommon addition to London's 
window gardens — ^roses. The windows of the house 
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were closed and closely veiled in heavy dusky curtains, 
but one in the comer stood wide open and smiled upon 
outsiders amid pretty muslin drapery. 

It was beside this window the roses grew and the bishop, 
upon descending from his carriage, eyed window lace and 
blossoms with a certain amount of disfavour, obviously 

I 

regarding them as evidences of a trivial worldly tendency 
on the part of the owner of the window and the planter 
of the flowers. 

The door of this residence opened as the carriage 
stopped: and the bishop was admitted without question 
and with great respect by a staid retainer of a genus 
which, since the storming of our social eclectics by com- 
mercialism and the school-board, is regrettably and 
rapidly becoming obsolete. 

The interior and appointments of the house were 
sombre and antiquated, and the crested furniture and an- 
tique lethal weapons adorning the entrance hall, and the 
family portraiture displayed by the half-open dining room 
door, hinted the addiction of the owner of the dwelling 
to that pardonable but hampering vice — ^pride of race. 

The eye of Hugh de Monastery s lost the severity which 
the upstairs laces and posies had called into its depths and 
as he neared the dark oaken staircase he looked upon 
those old broad swords and later rapiers, with their ac- 
companiments of battered cuirass and morion or steel 
plate and iron bound leathern headgear with the softened 
glance of the msm 'who prides himself on the possession 
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of valuable stock-in-trade. The old serving man con- 
ducted the bishop up the stairs, and pausing before a 
closed door, turned the handle, and in obedience to his 
lordship's whispered order, crept silently away, leaving 
the priest to enter the room, unannounced. 

It was a large bed-chamber, gloomy, lofty, and sparsely 
furnished with cumbrous oaken ware. The pictures on 
the walls were of the crude pre-Raphaelite school and 
were obviously originals. A Madonna with the conven- 
tional simper and blue drapery, bearing the sign manual 
of Andrea del Sarto, occupied a place of honour, but, 
facing the newcomer above the carved chimney-piece was 
a canvas upon which the bishop's eye lighted with the 
same expression of disfavour which had been evoked by 
those exterior prettinesses. It was a life-sized painting 
of Christ the Preacher and the strange dark face carried 
a weird, almost disconcerting, impression of intensity, of 
realf present power. It was the face of a Man ! and a man, 
the soul of whose force consists in its Divine Right. No 
German trimmings — No Italian sentimentality nor 
modem Belgian barbering defaced and belittled this 
presentment of the Great Ideal. The Galilean was re- 
presented as clothed in coarse fustian, with wild, unkempt 
and flowing hair ; and the eloquent Syrian face — ! 

The expression of aversion might deepen on the features 

of Hugh de Monasterys and his conventional ideas might 

be shocked by this visible, real and actual presentment of 

. the founder of Christianity, but it held him, inartistic as 
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he was, and he unwittingly acknowledged the eternal 
vitality of the Teacher and his creed even as he dis- 
approved of the artist's methods and lack of customary 
associations. 

The occupants of the room were two — ^a man and a 
woman. The man sat— or rather — reclined in a large 
invalid chair, buttressed by pillows and eider-downs; 
drawn close to the log fire. A long spouted steam-kettie 
and a small table covered with chemist's phials gave their 
own account of the patient's disease and his cadaverous 
face, working hands and difficult, painful breathing 
showed its advanced stage. 

The woman was young, about four-and-twenty, and 
striking by reason of her grace and the peculiar refine- 
ment of her beauty. She held a small brazen dish 
before the sick man and the smoke from an aromatic 
powder burning upon it enabled him to breathe with 
greater ease. 

The bishop addressed the woman — glancing towards 
the sombre, tumbled bed. 

" You have done this upon your own responsibility, 
Tristren ? " He put it in the interrogative. 

The woman was about to answer ; when the invalid 
intervened in a rattiing whisper : 

'* I could stay there no longer, Hugh ! I cannot die in 
bed I I must be up and doing 1 " 

The bishop sat down near to the sick man. 

'*Tutl tut! Gerard, you are not going yet« God's 
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grace is good and you may not go until — " 

The man in the chair lifted his hand ; not impatiently 
or petulantly, but with quiet decision and a ghost of a 
smile flitted over his wan features — 

" I shall live for ever, Hugh, even in your carnal sense, 
if I stay imtil we agree. It may not be ! You have your 
call and I have mine. Tristren, go into the next room. 
I want to speak to your uncle." 

She bent over him. 

" You'll caU me, darUng ! "— 

"When I want you — ^before I go. Oh! Surely! — 
surely ! " 

She glided from the room with bowed head and her 
father's eyes followed her until the dressing-room door 
closed on her trailing draperies ; then he turned again to 
Hugh. 

« When you were with me yesterday," he said with 
an almost whimsical inflection in his failing tones. 
" You did all the talking and, as usual, you talked well. 
You have a great following Hugh, as a preacher, and I 
don't wonder at it. You talk well always, and you put 
your case lucidly and with sufficient plausibility to con- 
vince the superficial and the emotional. To do you 
justice! your strength lies where all great religious re- 
formers' strength has lain — ^in their belief in themselves. 
I am going in for no further controversy Hugh. As I 
said just now — ^your way and mine must difier. The 
crematorium is already heated for me and you — ** 
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His brother shook his head sadly. 

'^ Gerard! Gerard! reflect! it is scandalous! A 

Monasterys ! We have been the pillars of our faith in 

this country for centuries and for a Monasterys to fly in 

the face of the church by being cremated ! — It is bad 

enough for you to be known as a philosopher — ^which is 

but a polite term for free thinker — I will never consent 

to it Gerard ! " 
Gerard de Monasterys leaned his head back among his 

pillows. 

'' You can't help it. My will sets forth my wishes and 
my executor, Tristren and the friend I have left her will 
see them carried out. I am not going to add my moiety 
of putrefaction to the death and disease of the community ! 
Let that pass I I want to speak about Tristren.'* 

The prelate's features assumed an unwonted expression 
of irritability and his cold voice was sharpened with an 
unusual impatience. 

"Gerard! Gerard! your own case, at present, is 
much more important than Tristren's. I implore you 
to reflect, before it is too late. Your obstinacy and 
lamentable attitude may bring about Tristren's spiritual 
ruin. I know what you mean when you speak of the 
friend you have left her. You are going to cramp me as 
the controller of her actions by associating her with that 
notorious pagan, Everard Gier." 

A fit of coughing, which racked the frame of the 
invalid— stayed Hugh's speech. Gerard pointed feebly 
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to the brazen chafing dish and as soon as its fumes had 
quieted the attack he spoke in broken sentences and less 
audibly than before. 

** Hugh ! I command you — not to — hamper Tristren 
by your presumptuous supersession of Nature and her 
ways. Let the great guide of us all show my child her 
road of life — ^untrammelled by prejudice. You call 
Everard Gier a notorious pagan. You know very little 
of him, Hugh, and you tar him with the brush of your 
conditioned, narrow minded, unprogressive obstinacy. 
Everard Gier is our finest Sanskrit Scholar and Pali 
historian. His life has been lived among peoples whom 
he has taken the trouble to study as men, and he is even 
minded and just whether the skin be dusky or white. 
Know Everard Gier better, brother Hugh, lest you taJl 
into your own pit of rash judgment." 

The bishop rose and paced the room, the better to 
evaporate the agitation of his temper. He sought to 
speak with his customary calmness, but the situation to 
him was fraught with anxiety and despair. His brother's 
death in this state of mind would be a calamity which 
should colour the remainder of his own life with an 
ineradicable sorrow ; for the soul which is launched on the 
infinite Sea of Eternity stands a poor chance of reaching 
a haven without the pilotage of Holy Mother Church, 
either in spirit or in fact ; and the ratiocinatory sceptic 
is of all unbelievers, the most hopeless. Hugh de 
Monasterys knew his brother Gerard well. This war of 
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polemics had been waged between the pair for years, and 
now in the death chamber of Gerard ; his tenacity to his 
own convictions was as great as in the vigour of his 
health and Hugh felt that his case was lost — ^that he, 
himself, might not in future, with faith, pray for the 
repose of the soul of that human wreck lying in the great 
chair, exhausted with his defence of the Anglo Indian 
pundit — Everard Gier. 

Therefore did he speak with a certain asperity and in 
the force of empirical conclusion with which the dogma- 
tist invariably meets the unbiassed investigator. 

" Everard Gier has been — ^and is — your evil genius, 
Gerard. His breed is a bad one ! His stock is cursed 
of God ! His brother Richard died in abject expiration 
of a wicked life — a life whose sin lives now and wreaks 
disaster in his track — ^the inhuman, merciless hunter 
Damian Gier." 
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VII 

The sick man struggled into an upright posture. 

*' Hugh I " he whispered, huskily, and with great 
earnestness. ** Have you ever seen Damian Gier ? " 

** No," replied the prelate, " I have scarcely the wish to 
do so. I can go to the Zoological Gardens and see a 
tiger there." 

Gerard de Monasterys fell back among his pillows. 

"Yes, there it is!" he said." But Hugh, can you 
imagine a tiger with the beauty of a god and the intellect 
of a Solon ?— whose very name carries greater force of 
intimidation in its sound than a whole battalion and half 
a dozen field pieces ? Hugh 1 When I was on my last 
official mission, I saw the effect of the mere promise of 
Gier on the wild hill men of the border passes in Northern 
India. It simply terrified them into quietude, as a 
flourished birch would do a child. The Viceroy himself 
said to me. ** If Sir Damian Gier would stay in Asia he 
might keep the whole Mongolian race in subjection — 
from the effect of his abnormal personality " — and with- 
the Westerns, too, he is much the same. But he, himself 
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is untameablel Proud I Exclusive I Rich I With an 
invincible taciturnity and a rooted hatred of control — ^to 
which his wealth allows him to give full vent. 

During my stay in Calcutta, I saw this extraordinary 
being. The governor organised a tiger hunt. We want 
— and it was the idea of seeing Sir Damian Gier which 
drew us into the jungle with such alacrity. On that day, 
the governor nearly lost his life. He fouled the tiger, and 
the brute sprang upon his maddened horse, and so, on to 
him. It was then we feU the presence of Damian Gier. 

The animal fell back from Lord as if he had been 

shot. I thought he had, but the affair was instantaneous 
and the inactivity of terror had seized us all. 

It was scarcely mitigated, Hugh, when we saw the 
beast crouching like a cat at the feet of a stranger, who 
had slipped quietly from his horse, and was looking down 
upon the fawning tiger with a curious inertness and a 
pair of eyes I have never been able to forget. This piece 
of perambulating magnetism, who could master the most 
masterful of the camivora by a look — ^was Damian 
Gier. 

In his peril, the governor would have used a knife on 
the creature, but Gier interposed in a voice which matched 
his remarkable eyes — smooth and even. 

«« Don't stick him. Lord ! Try lead ! I don't 

like to see the spattering blood. It makes such a mess ! " 

Those were the only words I heard him speak, and we 
did not see him again. 
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A week before my return to England, I met Everard 
Gier, and we have been close friends since. He speaks 
little of his nephew. The mystery connected with the 
baronet is locked in his uncle's heart." 

Gerard de Monasterys again leaned forward and 
touched his brother's arm with his finger. 

"You knew Sir Richard Gier before he entered La 
Trappe. What drove him there ? " 

"Remorse! brother Gerard!" answered Hugh 
severely" Remorse for sin — the sin which wrecks the 
world — ^illicit love I The worship of your Baal ! Your 
Nature which you materialists laud. Richard Gier 
married a good woman and a good catholic, and he 
allowed himself to be led away by a worldling. When 
his wife died in childbirth — ^he placed his son in the care 
of this worldly woman — and when his conscience smote 
him, the removal of the boy was useless — too late to 
obliterate early impressions. You have seen the result. 
Mind ! " the Bishop shook his forefinger impressively " I 
have nothing to say against Lady Quemham. She is " — 

Gerard broke in with the invalid's irritability. "She is 
a clever woman ! and she can think for herself. So ! 
you call her a worldling ! Everard Gier calls her his 
brother's good angel and he denounces yoH with the 
stigma which you levelled at him just now. Hugh! 
Your bigotry deepened the morbidity of Richard Gier's 
character and your narrow reasoning made him die a self- 
suppressed outcast in the Carthusian cell. There was a 
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heavier weight than your£ exhortations which nutde 
Richard Gier a Trappist. What was it ? " 

" I know of nothing/* replied Hugh. <' His tmlawful 
love for that woman caused the death of his wife. Is 
that not weight sufficient ? " 

** No ! For it is not the reason of Richard Gier's 
e£Eacement. The real reason for his self-inflicted penance 
lies in his son, Damian, — and, as you said just now that 
the father's sin lives in the track of the son I thought 
you knew more about it than you do " 

Gerard paused from lack of breath. Hugh waited until 
his sick brother's excitement had abated and spoke with 
his calm deliberation. 

" I know that Sir Richard Gier was punished through 
his son Damian — ^but how— I do not know — ^for the 
subject imposed upon the imhappy man that dread 
silence of despair which is indeed the curse of crime. 
Do you know more than I do ? " 

Gerard had regained his composure and again leaned 
back among hfs pillows. 

" Yes ! Else I would not commit my only child to the 
care and tutorage of Everard Gier — for the sake of the 
salvation of his nephew — Damian Gier." 

Hugh de Monasterys — forgetful of the invalid's state- 
sprang to his feet. 

'' Gerard 1 are you really mad ? What fresh chimera 
seething in your brain can possibly connect your daughter 
and my niece with that pestilent scourge of his kind ? " 
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It was Gerard's turn now to oppose the calmness of 
conviction to his brother's perturbation : 

" My dear Hugh I " he said. << You churchmen study 
logic and prate of your conclusions as to Nature's 
finalities — upholding with the bigot's zeal the categories 
of an untenable theology. But you are in a state of help- 
less nescience' with regard to Nature's own mode of 
governing her children — the huge secret of evolution — 
the axle and apex of the so called creative system — ^the 
dominion of mind over matter. I have told you I have 
never forgotten, and I cannot forget Damian Gier, and 
almost insensibly, I have followed out an idea which has 
in my mind worked out an experiment and result of which 
he and Tristren may be the operators." 

Gerard de Monasterys again leaned forward and spoke 
with impressive earnestness : 

'* If Fate takes up, and proves my thesis — don't attempt 
to prevent it, Hugh, with your prejudice. You love 
Tristren in your way, I know, and in your zeal for what 
you call her soul's welfare you are just as likely as not to 
min her life and hamper the task she is set to do. It is 
the way of you priests and it is the punishment of your 
arrogance that you put no foot further than the last. 
Therefore, have I tied your hands, as you suggest, by 
associating you with the thoughtful perspicacity of 
Everard Gier — ^whose clear judgment and comprehen- 
sion would be well alive to the importance of the possible 
completion of Tristren's destiny. Promise me, Hugh, 
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yott will do nothing precipitately — place no corial or 
casuistical barriers in her way." 

Hugh de Monasterys stood by his brother's chair and 
looked down upon him in positive horror and amazement. 
Surely, his impious speculations had turned his brain and 
for his sin of unwarranted investigation, his mind had lost 
its balance. The idea was monstrous ! What little he 
knew of the tragedy of Richard Gier's life had impressed 
him as the supposititous finger of Divine Wrath impresses 
all fanatic minds. To dream of the slightest link which 
should bind the house of Monasterys to, or draw it under, 
a spiritually outlawed and banned family seemed nothing 
short of lunacy. He did not pause to look upon the 
physical side of such an intercourse. Completely 
ignorant of the physiological development of what he 
looked at only in its psychological aspect, be felt no 
sensation save unmitigated horror at his brother Gerard's 
wilful tampering with '< the powers of darkness." 

He looked down upon the dying man as he had raised 
himself from among the cushions in his chair with a 
lack of sympathy conveying the truth of his future inten- 
tions so forcibly to the invalid, that Gerard's features grew 
convulsed and his voice rose to a harsh wheeze, while 
with gesture and what sound was possible to him he 
sought to force the Bishop's compliance. 

This painful enunciation carried the thrill of despair, for 
the student well knew the inelasticity of the priest's moral 
adjustments, and the sight of his face told the thinker 
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plainly enough how strong a wall of opmion made concrete 
by unquestioning belief, usage, and habit, was erected by 
his sacerdotal relation about his own convictions. 

The sick man felt that his wishes were water with this 
ruler of his faith — that directly the destructible part of the 
£ather should become disintegrate, the future of the 
daughter would be, to her uncle, a matter for his considera- 
tion exclusive of everything save that which seemed to 
him to be the conscientious disposition of a woman whose 
promise of mental independence must be nipped in the 
bud and kept within the bounds of tradition. 

« Does Tristren know what you have in your mind 
concerning her 7 " demanded Hugh. 

Gerard's head slowly moved from side to side as he fell 
back, exhausted once more. 

** Has she ever seen — Sir Damian Gier 7 " 

Again the dying man made a gesture of negation. 

" That is well ! " said Hugh determinedly. " If I can 
help it — she never shall." 

A faint flush crossed Gerard's face and a cynical smile 
flitted over his wasted features. 

" If the matter rested with you, I might be disturbed 
and angry — ^but you are powerless! I have tried my 
best. If you must set up your puny strength against 
destiny— you must I That is all 1 Call Tristren." 

" Not yet " 1 

'* Call Tristren I say— and go ! " 

" Brother !— one last " 
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" No more ! I have said that is all. Let me alone, 
for I find my breath failing. Call Tristren 1 " 

With a great effort he struggled up to touch his bell 
which lay beyond his weakening reach. 

He succeeded in striking it, and the sound brought the 
girl into the room and to her moribund father's side. 
At the same time the room door opened and a gentleman 
entered, who, unceremoniously brushing past the bishop, 
bent over the sick man's chair. 

Gerard looked up with a gleam of real pleasure settling 
on his greying face and taking the newcomer's hand in 
his pulseless grasp, laid it upon his daughter's whispering. 

" She has work to do. Help her, Everard Gier ! " 

He tried to alter his posture and Tristren bent down 
to know his desire. 

" Turn my face towards your picture, dearie ? " 

She did so and he looked at the presentment of Christ 
above the chimney piece and for the last time he spoke 
to his brother. — 

**Hugh! He was the Prefect Man — who had no guile — 
and— he despised the priests for their pride and rebuked 
them for their presumption. He walked with the heathen 
and talked with the philosophers." 
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VIII 

During the small hours of an early November mom- 
ingy the door of the private residence of the Secretary of 
State for Foreign Afiairs was thrown open and his con- 
gested drawing-rooms and staircases were disgorging 
their complement of splendour and celebrity, male and 
female, as swiftly as the transport of vehicular traffic and 
active attendants would permit. 

The air was bright and cold, with just a sufficiency of 
frost in its breath to make walking a pleasanter mode of 
locomotion than riding. So, at least some of the Foreign 
Secretary's male visitors thought, as they, in many in- 
stances, eschewed the convenience of the carriages and 
faced the freshness of the young day. 

Among these were two, who left the house in laughing 
conference. 

One, a tall, robust, burly fellow with bright blue eyes 
and a fresh complexion, brushing his coat sleeve as he 
went, to rid himself of the redolence of attar, which clung 
persistently to the cloth — a lack of gallantry for which 
his comrade bantered him unmercifully. 
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"Come! Quernham! you lucky dog! Don't pretend 
to look disgusted! As if you didn't know how many 
fellows hate you ! " 

<'Stu£f!" tersely responded his companion ''I wish 
that woman didn't scent her gloves so. I do dislike the 
smell, and it sticks to one's clothes like the devil." 

" Most men don't mind the contact of Diana Gautrey's 
gloves. You're a queer fellow, Quernham. You don't 
seem to like close quarters with the prettiest and richest 
woman in London. Jove! She's been hanging on to 
your heels all the night. I wish she'd try me. I've a 
good mind to tell her how you treat her." 

"I wish you would. Make it as bad as you like. 
She'd try you, bless you, if she thought you were a decent 
pump." 

"A what?" 

Brandom Quernham laughed. 

** Di Gautrey dosen't mean anything by me. There 
might be some sense in it, if she did. But I'm only 
gooseberry. She'd dead in love with a friend of mine 
and she pumps me about him, that's all." 

" Lucky dog ! " again ejaculated the other. 

" Who is ? " asked Quernham. 

" Your friend." 

Brandon Quernham laughed again — a low, oddly 
toned laugh. 

" Is he ? I told Miss Gautrey to-night that she had 
better keep her amourous breath to cool some other hot 
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porridge, for there isn't the ghost of a chance of her put- 
ting her pretty kid-gloved hand in this fellow's bicker. 
But she's an obstinate woman ! When a girl falls in 
love she's hopeless and impossible 1 She's trying to 
enlist my mother. I don't know what they'll make of it 
between them. Here's my turning 1 Good-bye old 
man ! See you to-morrow— -or rather — later to-day." 

He was turning quickly away — when the other caught 
his arm : 

** I say old chap ! I shaiM like to know that other 
fellow's name ! " 

"Should you? Well, I'm not going to tell you. 
Gautrey's a nice little woman and she mightn't like it." 

He was again on the move and again the younger 
diplomatist stayed him. 

" You can tell me one thing at any rate. Why was 
the iUte of the British Public disappointed to-night ? " 

" What do you mean ? " 

** The larger part of the crush went away sad at heart 
because they hadn't caught a glimpse of the great and 
only D.G. I thought he was to have been there." 

'* Did you 7 My dear Pollock I I can't be held 
responsible for the erraticism of D.G. I know nothing 
about him 1 " 

" He is in England, isn't he ? I thought you were 
great pals." 

<' Did you ever hear of him ' palling ' with anybody ? 
I didn't, and I've known him ever since he was born 
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He 18 in England, but I don't know why he was not at 
Lord Shetland's to-night." 

Brandon Quemham tore himself away from his inter- 
locutor and muttered as he turned the comer : 

" I wish he had been and Diana Gautrey could have 
done her himting for herself. My stars I Fancy any 
woman hunting Gier! As his erudite relation would 
put it — ^it's like thrashing the wind with a wisp of straw." 

Brandon Quemham cut abmptly through the thorough- 
fare and dived into a labyrinth of cross streets which 
should shorten his journey between Lord Shetland's 
residence and his mother's house in Eccleston Square. 

At the end of the nineteenth century London experi- 
enced the revival of an abuse supposed to have been 
abolished with the introduction of Peel's organization. 
Probably the decadent state of that same organization 
had something to do with the unsafe state of the Metro- 
politan streets during the late hours of the night and the 
early morning. A too tolerant magistracy and a care- 
less, inert populace fostered this evil and in the year of 
the moming on which Brandon Quemham trod those 
intersecting byeways, his temerity was foolhardy; and 
the sudden appearance out of some hidden slum adjacent 
to the respectable and deserted thoroughfare, of six or 
seven ruffianly looking fellows who surrounded and 
menaced him ; proved it so. 

Brandon Quemham clenched his fists and stmck 
instinctively at the nearest rascal. 
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A brandishing of belts, whose formidable buckles 
make fEurly murderous weapons, and the London rough's 
Cavourite war-cry of " out him " were the signals for their 
own peculiar style of a rough and tumble fray; and 
though the shops and houses on all sides of him were in 
all likelihood crowded with inmates — ^no window stirred 
and no door opened to prevent this solitary gentleman 
from being to all intents and purposes "outed" most 
effectually — ^for what armour are evening dress and courage 
against the odds of six or seven pairs of clogs and half a 
dozen buckle straps 7 

It was going hard with Brandon Quemham, — plucky 
fellow as he was — and a true son of a fighting father — 
when a diversion occurred. 

A fresh figure appeared upon the scene, whence 
Brandon could not tell — and the leader of the gang, 
whose uplifted hand might well have crushed out his life 
light — ^was suddenly lifted clean off his feet and flung 
with all the force of a giant's thews, into the middle of 
the road; where he lay howling — ^for your proletarian 
brawler doesn't like being hurt ! 

The second in command measured his length on the 
pavement, conveniently striking his head on the comer- 
stone of a door-step; while the unexpected assailant 
wrenched, with an ominous silence and a mighty strength, 
the barbarous straps firom the hands of two more and 
served them up their own sauce by belabouring them and 
their companions soundly. 
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Meanwhile the flickering glimmer of a neighbouring 
gas lamp showed just sufficient light to emphasize the 
personality of the new-comer — and it was scarcely the 
power of his arm or his adroit use of their own weapons 
which caused these children of Crime and Ignorance to 
rush from his presence with quavering cries of terror and 
all the speed they could muster. 

The stranger burst out laughing, and the sound finished 
in a curious snarl, as he flung away the straps and strode 
to the side of the ringleader. 

" Get up ! " he said, stirring the man with the toe of 
his boot " get up — and get out ! You're not worth powder 
and shot, you scum ! or I'd make you swallow a couple 
of pills. Come I Out of here ! " 

The man struggled painfully to his feet and let his 
sullen eyes creep up to the face of the speaker, 
towering above him. And he too with a low inarticulate 
sound, indicative of the lower animal's antipathy, dragged 
himself with moans of anguish and fear and prayers for 
mercy, out of the victor's path. 

The conqueror laughed again and this time his laughter 
broke into a limpid musical voice. 

" Well, Bran ! You were in a tight comer that time. 
Why do you consort with vermin ? Is it by the inverse 
ratio ? You have sojourned in Heaven in the night. 
Have you a mind to try Hades in the morning ? " 

Brandon Quemham also laughed, but a trifle con- 
strainedly, and his first gesture was a little shiver, for 
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that upcanny note still echoed on the frosty air and beat 
into his ear. His manner evinced an inexplicable 
diffidence and restraint which was reflected in his speech, 
even while it voiced his gratitude. 

His deliverer, meanwhile, deprecated his thanks with 
a gesture and stayed them with a decisive *' pshaw!" 
and hooking his arm in Quemham's, twisted him across 
the street into the wider road taking them to Eccleston 
Square. 

Here Quemham spoke — still with an odd depression. 

^< When did you come up 7 " 

'' To-night ! Have you got it ? " 

" Got what ? •• 

" GUzerat ! " 

'< I think so. Lord Shetland will speak to Lord 
Wendover and I think it will be all right. How did 
you know ? " 

'< Madreda told me. I say, Bran, if you go to Gilzerat, 
you'll want more than your fists, and there are tight 
comers galore for the venturesome official wight in those 
hills." 

" Yes, I suppose so. However, it's a chancy business, 
perhaps — but it may lead lo something better. The 
hillmen are to be managed, you know." 

His friend stopped at the entrance to the Square, and 
slipping his hand out of Quemham's arm, shrugged his 
shoulders and ejaculated — " Hot ! " 

Then he pulled himself up to his full height which 
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headed Quemham by three or four inches, and lifting 
his head with a curious flexile movement, he said shortly : 

*' Vm not coming in yet. I feel like prowling. Take 
care of yourself, Bran, and give my love to Madreda, if 
you see her before I do." 

He strode away, with a long smooth step which 
scarcely gave a sound to the echoes as it fell. Brandon 
Quemham gazed after him, noticing for the thousandth 
time in his lifej the lithe elegance which marked out that 
tall form from its fellows, — ^its symmetry and sinuous 
grace — ^the silent footfall I 

He turned towards his mother's house with the same 
little shiver which had been his first comment on the 
result of the stranger's interference and said — 

'* I don't know how it is — but when there's a row in 
the air — Damian gives me the jumps ! " 
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IX 

Despite his night's experience, Brandon Quemham 
rose betimes, to find a serving man by his side 
who brought a message from his mother, requesting 
him to take his coffee in her room — ^to which pretty 
and cosy apartment, Brandon, in due time, dutifully 
repaired. 

Lady Quemham's sitting-room shone like a gem of 
light out of the atmosphere of fog which had risen as the 
day grew older and was fast creeping through the rest of 
the house. 

Between the fire and her breakfast table sat Alison 
Quemham — ^with an expression of unwonted gravity and 
care, unsuited to her bright surroundings — upon her fair 
face — ^for the thirty years which had flown over Alison 
Quemham's head, since she took the infant Damian Gier 
from the nerveless arms of his dead mother had dealt 
by her in a spirit of kindly compensation, and the radiant 
woman of five-and-twenty carried her hostages to time, 
still fair, upon the portal of a beautiful old age. 

She said, as she greeted her son : — 
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"Bran! Damian came home last night/' (She 
always called her house — Damian's home). 

" Yes, dear, I know." 

" Ah ! you have seen him ? " 

" I met him, about four o'clock this morning as I was 
coming home." 

And Brandon told his mother what had happened — 
concluding with the remark which had constituted his 
soliloquy half a dozen hours before. 

Lady Quemham's earnest eyes assumed an enigmatic 
expression, and she turned them thoughtfully from her 
son's face to the fire, while his fell suddenly on a black- 
edged letter lying on her tray. 

« Who is that from ? " he asked with the inquisitive- 
ness invariably associated with a mourning envelope. 

His mother handed him the enclosure. " It is from 
Tristren de Monasterys ! Her father died on Thursday 
and already there is disagreement between her and her 
uncle Hugh. Gerard left instructions in his will for a 
certain disposition of his mortal remains and the bishop 
is inclined to hold his brother ' non compos mentis ' at 
the time of his death, as those dispositions are contrary 
to the ways of his church. It is like Hugh de Monasterys 
to take up such a position, and of course, very painful to 
the dead man's child. Poor Tristren ! You will read it 
all in the letter — ^and let us get back to Damian ! I want 
to talk to you about him." 

Brandon glanced over the sheet of paper covered with 
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a small clear handwriting and handed it back to his 
mother : 

<< What about Damian, dear 7 " he asked. 

*< I am afraid he'll come in/' said Lady Quemham, a 
trifle hurriedly. " Bran I Did you see Miss Gautrey 
last night ? " 

" Yes, dear," he replied. 

« Did — did — she mention Damian 7 " 
Brandon Quemham spoke rather irritably. " Good 
gracious, yes. She let's them stick out all over the place 
and gives herself away in quite a ridiculous manner. 
She's been through three seasons too and ought to know 
better." 

** Let's what stick out " 7 asked Lady Quemham 
vaguely. 

'< Oh 1 the spoons ! She's so jolly sweet on Damian, 
and it makes me look such a fool — ^for his frigid politeness 
freezes her and she tries to make me the carriage for her 
erotic popguns. On my conscience, mother, if I meet 
that woman again^ and Dame isn't there to receive his 
own small shot. — I'll — I'll — do an ungentlemanly thing — 
ru snub her." 

Lady Quemham looked distressed. 

** 1 wonder why Damian won't see it " she said, then 
trailed off with her eyes again upon the fire." I don't 
wonder either, and you don't know. I said I wanted to 
talk to you about him — but — ^what is the use ? — ^when you 
don't know/' 
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" What don't I know ? " 

Brandon Quemham rose and stood upon the hearthrug 
looking down on his mother. 

** Mother I What is the matter with Damian Gier ? ' 
Lady Quemham met his blue eyes for a moment and let 
her own drop again on to the blazing coals murmuring, 
*' The matter with him ? What do you mean ? " 

" What makes him so different from other fellows ? So 
handsome ! — ^but with so strange a beauty that it some- 
times almost terrifies one ! So strong ! — so solitary ! — so 
charming when he wills I — so loving to you I So kind to 
me ! — So gentle with the weak ! and helpless ! — So savage 
and merciless with the strong and aggressive! I said 
just now — ^there are times where Damian gives me the 
jumps — and although we were children — ^babies together, 
and I am three months his senior — my earliest recollec- 
tion of Damian Gier is an instinctive and inexplicable 
" thrill " whenever my eyes fell upon his. Mother ! 
Damian's eyes are unnatural i " 

Lady Quemham laughed, and one who knew what she 
held in her heart might well have congratulated Alison 
on her power of deception as she remarked lightly : 

*' His eyes are natural enough to charm Miss Gautrey, 
anyway. She is coming to see me, she says. I must 
manage that Damian shall be here." 

Brandon Quemham stooped and laid his hand im- 
pressively and earnestly on his mother's shoulder. 

'' Mother 1 You are not really thinking of fostering a 
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match between Diana Gautrey and Damian Gier ? " 

Again Lady Quemham's glance wandered from her 
son, and again she spoke more in soliloquy than to him : 

" I wonder — ^if— it — would be possible by marriage — 
to— to" — She looked up suddenly. <*She is a good 
woman, Bran, and she loves him.*' 

Brandon's fingers left his mother's shoulder and he 
strode the little room from end to end with his hands deep 
in his trouser's pockets. 

" Mother ! Mother ! don't 1 Dissuade the girl, if you 
can ! She doesn't know what she's doing and she'll get 
over it I love Damian as if he were indeed my brother, 
but,— somehow, the idea of marriage connected with him 
makes me — ^well — " 

Brandon Quemham broke off with an eloquent shrug 
and sat down again saying : 

'' I shouldn't like her to make a fool of herself with him 
— ^for he'd snub her worse than I should." 

« Who'd snub whom ? " demanded a voice in the door- 
way — and the gliding footstep which Alison Quemham 
and her son knew so well, crossed the threshold and Sir 
Damian Gier stood in the room. 

A roseate glow suffused Lady Quemham's face, and 
the tone with which she addressed him was very gentle. 

'< Dear heart I Where have you been ? and why have 
you not seen me before this morning ? " 

The graceful lithe figure dropped at her side with a 
noiseless gesture and a suppleness of movement impossible 
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in another man of his proportions. The caress which 
passed between them breathed of the abnormal love bind- 
ing these two. 

" I went out before you were awake, my pretty 1 " he 
said, in the softest tones of his mellifluous voice. ** I have 
been in the wilds of London, and here I am — ^hungry — 
thirsty, and — and — well — Madreda darling I I want my 
breakfast. Bran 1 If you had followed your own im- 
pious ways, you would have eaten yours in hospital." 

Brandon nodded. 

" I have been telling mother," he said, ** what your 
turning up meant to me this morning." 

Damian laughed and tossed his head : 

" That comes of silly boys keeping unholy company) 
and diving unarmed, in the small hours, into Hooliganic 
ethnology." 

Lady Quemham bent and kissed her beloved foster- 
ling between those wonderful topazolite, apparentiy lidless 
eyes, which fell through dusky lashes upon her, alone of 
all women, with the softening gleam of a£fection sweeten- 
ing their glitter. She ran her slender fingers through the 
thick tawny masses covering the well-shaped head. 

'* You saved his life, Dame I " she whispered gratefully. 

** You saved mine once, Madreda I " he returned, in the 
same low voice. Then he rose and Brandon also, speak- 
ing as he did so. 

** I've got some letters I must get ofi. Will you ex- 
cuse me, mother ? I'll be back directly I've mailed them. 
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and before I go to the office. Dame ! take my chair and 
try that pie ! You'll find it capital." 

Brandon Quemham left the room and Damian Gier, 
with his odd, crooning, cynical laugh, took his place and 
pushed the inviting pie away. 

'* Dear Bran I He loves pie I " he observed and taking 
his coffee from Lady Quemham he tilted the contents of 
the cream jug into the cup and heaped a mound of fresh 
butter on the snowy French rolls, for Damian cared little 
for meat and the heavier fare on the appetisant board held 
no attractions for him. 

" What was Bran saying as I came in," he asked, 
" something about snubbing.'* 

** Oh yes," said Lady Quemham, putting Tristren de 
Monasterys's letter in its cover, '*he was talking of 
someone he met last night. Shall you lunch here to- 
morrow, Damian ? " 

" Why dear ? Do you want me ? " 

''Yes. I have got some people coming — and Miss 
Gautrey." 

«* Who is Miss Gautrey ? " 

" Surely you remember Diana Gautrey. You met her 
last year* You used to say how well she danced." 

"Oh yes — I remember — girl with yellow hair — a 
retrduss^ nose — and a long tongue. She iii dance well 
--danced as if she meant it. Brandon liked her. Is that 
why you want me here to-morrow 7— to play the super- 
fluous third ? Thank you, Madreda, I'm not coming." 
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''Long tongue!" echoed Lady Quemham ''Oh! 
Dame, she hasn't. She is accounted a well-informed 
and witty girl." 

" That is to say, dearest, she lets the heterogeneous 
information in her head filter promiscuously through her 
mouth. It comes to the same thing. Never mind! 
Brandon wants someone to arrange his ideas. That is 
a pretty handwriting ! " 

This remark applied to the letter which Lady Quem- 
ham had laid upon the table. Alison ignored it and 
said: 

" I have never heard Brandon speak of Miss Gautrey 
save as a man will alwajrs speak of an interesting woman. 
I have sometimes Oioughtyau liked her — and — and — Oh ! 
dear heart 1 I should like " — she paused in an eloquent 
ellipsis. 

Damian Gier shifted his position. He moved his 
chair back on its castors and leaning his head on its 
velvet cushions looked at Lady Quemham with the 
disconcerting, changing iris of those indescribable eye- 
pupils narrowed and cold as steel. 

" Tell Miss Gautrey, if she seeks your confidencei to 
listen to Brandon. He'll speak to her before long if 
she'll let him, and it will be well for her if she considers 
favourably what he is likely to say. If she is a wise 
woman, she may be useful to him." 

Lady Quemham clasped her hands. "Damian I 
You know how dear you are to me. Forgive me for my 

F 
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importunity bat " — again she paused and again Damian 
' Gier moved ; bending down and looking at her more 
intently. 

Alison Quemhami alone, of all with whom this man 
had come in contact, was able to withstand the power 
that lay at his will* Perhaps it was because from her 
beautiful, ethereal nature, all that was beautiful and 
ethereal in him had come. Perhaps she knew that in 
this magnificent unique agglomeration —this splendid 
physiological freak — ^the humanity was her's — ^that 
binding them close to all eternity, was one of the two 
insoluble ties binding man to woman and creature to 
creature. This Force and that which had gone before 
his being, made him really her well-beloved, as she often 
told him. The accursed child of Simla had grown up to 
his physically grand manhood round her own heart, 
weaving about it, fibres, cable-strong to coerce and 
attach her sympathies. 

Therefore did she take his hand in both of her's and 
repeat how dear — ^how very dear he was to her. 

He suddenly slipped by her side once more and en- 
circled her slight form with his arm : 

"Madredal You are thinking — dreaming of my 
marriage I 

" Dearest I I am always wishing you well.' 

** I know — I know. Listen I and let me look at your 
face while I tell you something. Madredal Your face 
is like the moonlight. All my life the sight of it has 
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curbed and soothed — that which is in me — that which 
you and I keep to ourselves. Do you remember my 
sixteenth birthday ? It is many years ago but it marked 
an epoch 1 " 

Alison Quemham's face paled and she tried to repress 
a shudder — 

" I remember it well" she murmured. 

" I'll tell you what happened — although you remember 
it well/' he went on with a merciless smoothness. " We 
were in Calcutta — you and I — and Brandon and his dead 
father. I had been bothering you much at that time to 
know why I never saw my own father — ^why he never 
wrote to me— or noticed my existence — and you told he 
was in France and had joined a monastic order. I 
recall how that thing preyed upon my boyish mind 1 It 
seemed so strange to have a father who was a monk ! I 
don't know why I think of that noWf except that it marks 
the time. On my sixteenth birthday, Sir Henry, — who 
was always the kindest of friends to me — ^made you give 
a garden party." 

" Yes, yes, Damian. I remember all about it." 

Alison spoke quickly, as if she would stay further 
recollections on his part. But, he placed his firm white 
hand on her mouth and went on as if she had not spoken — 

** To please the guests an Indian juggler came up with 
his tricks, and among them was th£ dooiiiioB (tcXiSon of 
the child — ^the sword — and the wick^-basket. I re- 
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and covered her with the basket. I remember how he 
plunged the naked sword through its straw sides — and— 
I remember hearing the shrieks and cries — and seeing 
the streams of blood — blood— blood." 

Damian Gier rose slowly to his feet and spoke with 
his back to Alison. 

*' It was a juggler's trick— and the child was as safe 
and well as you or I — ^but the blood was real — and — and 
— ^it worked." 

He wheeled round to her. 

" Before that day, it's sight and smell had turned me 
faint and sick— you know that I I was weak, delicate, 
like a frightened, hysterical girl. Then — ^then — I cannot 
tell you what it did. I cannot describe my sensations. 
It maddened — ^it infuriaced — ^it goaded — lashed me to a 
frenzy of which the mere remembrance is horrible — 
horrible— horrible." 

A spasm shot through the strong frame and he covered 
his face with his hands, in a quick convulsive movement. 
Alison, in her turn, rose and placed her arm round him 
trying to pull his head down to the level of her shoulder. 

*< Don't think of it, my darling," she said. "Your 
great will shall subjugate the terror of your birth. Why 
do you think of this ? " 

He lowered his hands and caught her to him. 

" Because you'll understand me the better through the 
recollection. Listen yet again ! On the day I completed 
my sixteenth year — ^the devil in me woke I Would you 
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have it wake yet again — to Woman — to Passion? 
Mother I Think what it means ! You have lived mider 
the Asian sun and you know what ruth lies with the 
jungle despot for his prey. Remember this — and spare 
the woman and spare me I " He threw up his head 
with that peculiar, lithe toss. " You say my great will 
shall conquer ! Aye ! It's true ! It must be a refriger- 
ator — ^to turn the heat to snow and to cover the lusts of 
the flesh with the ice of indifference." 

Alison's arms fell and she dropped from him into her 
chair with a plaintive cry. " I wish I had not told you I 
Oh dear ! I wish I had not told you." 

He turned, and the gentle influence spread over those 
yellow orbs which lighted on her bowed head and the 
tones of his voice softened to a mellow whisper as he 
bent over her as he had done when he entered the room. 

« Do you mean — ^what you told me after we lost Sir 
Henry — ^before you came to England — ^when you 
enlightened me about my father's sorrow — about myself 7 
Ah, Madreda, don't let that trouble you I It was the 
right thing to do. I should have known before— and 
beside Nadya, my ayah, before she died, so often let bll 
hints which my powers of deduction welded and — ** he 
paused, lightly touched his eyes and brows and lifting the 
long heavy hair which grew thickly over his lip showed 
plainly underneath a dental conformation which under 
its luxuriance was hidden — ^^ these told me something I 
It was impossible for you to keep your secret, and look 
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you, dear one, knowledge is power. Nature— in one of 
her vicious moods — ^banned me ; hviyou — ^you made me 
Man — ^the Victor — the Governor, My Pretty! don't 
tempt me, but let me rule with the tools you have 
sharpened to my hand knowing my own strength and 
weakness — and confessing both to you/* 
Lady Quemham once more touched his brow with 

her lips. 

** Love I — My Damiany— has helped you so fax — ^may 
not love finbh its task ? " 

He shook his head and looked down upon the fire with 
a strange dreaminess blending itself in his quieter look 
and tone. 

*<Lovel Madreda — as you apply the term — I don't 
understand it." 

He sprang up, with his light laugh " Let it be ! Fate 
means something by me — I suppose and — " 

As he moved he knocked down the letter of Tristren 
de Monasterys lying on the edge of the table. He 
picked it up, and looking at it as he placed it safely on 
the mantel-piece said : 

*< That is a very pretty handwriting 1 Whose is it 7 " 
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In a room in the dark old house in which Gerard de 
Monasterys had died, a gentleman stood in an expectant 
attitude. 

He was a man of about fifty-five years of age^of 
slight stature and active habit and his brown face and 
bleached hair spoke of travel and sun exposure. Yet ! 
despite years and much wandering, the quiet eyes of 
Everard Gier looked out of the tanned face with their 
expression of interest in men and matters as keen, 
speculative and unabated as it was thirty year before. 

The room in which he waited interested him in itself, 
as being strongly characteristic of its owner. A large 
gloomy place, with ponderous old-fEtshioned furniture 
and little garniture. The red morocco of the old chairs 
knew no covering of chintz or cretonne. Their faded russet 
was undisguised. The oaken tables exhibited their ex- 
quisite carving, guiltless of cloth. The floor was polished, 
and its occasional mats were of bright rose patterned 
carpet. From the windows, too, hung curtains of a fine 
spun lace and winter blossoms glowed in their recesses. 
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By one of these windows stood an easel with a set 
palette and the artist's appurtenances upon a little stand, 
but the canvas on the desk was hidden. A writing table, 
with clearly written sheets upon it, and several book 
shelves, whose voliunes were obviously in constant use, 
completed the salient features of the apartment. 

With no warning of her coming — ^the door opened and 
a woman entered. 

It is no easy matter to describe such a personality as 
that of Tristren de Monasterys at four and twenty. 
From a long line of ancestry, fighting ever for the 
exalted and that which shall be better, come such women. 
Unrecognised by the casual — unappreciated by the 
trivial — ^feared by the foolish, and hated by the charlatan 
and the empiricist ; these characters grow imperceptibly 
into our lives and thoughts, directing and swaying the 
world-system through its human engineers. 

Personally, Tristren was too thin for the material 
appreciation of beauty. She was taller than the run of 
women and the grace of her carriage was due to the lack 
of the modiste's hampering contrivances. She was pale, 
also, and commonplace women suggested artificial ap- 
plication to the clear cream of her skin. Her hair was 
dark, hanging in heavy silken masses and dressed with 
classic simplicity. Her eyes, too, were dark — and im« 
possible of description. Large — ^well shaded and lustrous. 
Tristren had a curious habit of ' retiring ' behind those 
eyes— of efiiaLcing herself in a filmy inscrutability dis- 
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concerting to her opponents in argument and annoying 
to her enemies, and Tristen made no firiends, and 
exclusive habits make us many enemies, ipso facto. 

Her small, close-lipped mouth curved into a smile of 
welcome which was sadly n^atived by the signs of grief 
still lingering in her eyes; and she held out her hand 
and spoke with the spontaneous frankness of the woman 
used to the society of men and accustomed to consort 
with scholars. 

" I am glad you have come, Mr. Gier. . I think I have 
crossed the Rubicon," she said in a voice whose tonal 
quality made one of her natural advantages. It was 
deep, sweet, and commanded attention by the unusual 
thrill which pervaded its low accents ? " 

" Indeed I Have you ? Why — and how ? " asked 
Everard Gier, meeting her and taking her slight long 
firm fingers in both hands. 

**I have done it, because it is manifestly impossible 
for Uncle Hugh and me to agree on any one topic, 
(Please sit down), and I have done it by telling him so." 

She sat down herself, and looked across at Everard 
Gier with an unwonted determination in her eyes, and 
about the lines of her mouth and a transient pink in her 
ivory cheeks. 

The subject made her visitor thoughtful. Hugh de 
Monasterys was a man whom all men must respect. 
Tristren was a woman whom all men must admire and 
whose opinion claimed a deferent consideration. The 
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obstiiiacy of Hugh de Monasterys was indeed that faculty 
which makes great men and has brought martyrs to their 
convictions from all Theologies since the primary 
inception of religious belief. 

The mental powers of such-like men are bound and 
lopped by Tradition. What has been averred as truth 
by their fathers in Faith must be true to them 1 What 
seemed good to those past investigators must be good 
for Time and Eternity, and God stands still— an ever- 
lasting l4ow. 

To the man whose mind is so bounded — dreamers — 
enthusiasts — ^fanatics — ^hysterical women and emotional 
men are foisted into prophet's places and made to speak 
Ex Cathedra — so long as they speak in the mystic language 
of Tradition and encompass themselves with an atmos- 
phere of abnormal mystery. 

In such conditions Nature's lesson book is closed and 
regarded with aversion. God's right hand of friend- 
ship through his lofty humanity with its aspirationsi 
possibilities and attainments, is thrust aside — and — ever 
seeking light; the bigot — conditioned by other men's 
opinions — ^wilfully eclipses the sun. 

Gerard de Monasterys, emancipated by long study of 
Nature and her ways, with the constant synthetic habit, 
had taken the strength which marked his brother into 
another channel. The society of many men of many 
nations, the careful probing into all the social and 
religious systems which came under his notice, and 



DAMIAN GIER 75 

the power of his own mental appreciation made Gerard 
an habitual antinomist, and to Hugh's dismay and real 
grief, he saw this practice of analysis inculcated and 
fostered in his niece, aided by a natural tendency to self- 
reliance and a subjective fixed belief in the omnipotence 
ofwiU. 

** What has immediately caused this split between you 
and the Bishop ? '* asked Everard Gier. 

Tristren tapped her foot on the flowered carpet and 
drmnmed her fingers on her black gowned knee. 

** Uncle Hugh has been very angry with me ever since 
darling fiather died — ^fior upholding his wishes about the 
cremation. He says, < Madmen's notions should be dealt 
with leniently.' Oh! Mr. Gier I FauCT calling my 
clever, ckwr fitther a madman I Is it not wicked— cruel ? 
and now he wants me to go to Godstow and stay with 
the nuns, *'to spend an appreciable time in retreat." 
Father didn't like nuns. He used to call them unnatural, 
sour old maids who had neglected the duty which lay 
before them to follow mirage. I am not going to 
Godstow I My work doesn't lie in a convent, Mr. Gier, 
and Uncle Hugh has offended me.'* 

« Further ? " 

"Yes, further." Tristren paused — ^bit her lip- 
drummed more emphatically on her knee, and answered 
Everard Gier's look of enquiry by jerking her shapely 
head in the direction of her writing table. ** You see my 
papers, yonder/ 
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" Yes." 

" And — you — and only you — ^know my hopes ? " 

** That some day, your writings may be teachings. Oh 
yes." 

Her tapered fingers left her black dress and she pressed 
her hands upon her brow. 

"Yes, yes. Someday! Oh! that long— long some- 
day ! I think — think — ^think ! and at times — ^it hurts 1 — 
Ah 1 how it hurts ! — Well, Uncle Hugh says my thoughts 
are sinfid — and my writing is dangerous heresy. He 
came in here yesterday and overhauled my papers — and 
with his own hand — he dared to bum some of my work I *' 

"Oh! Miss TristrenI that was unkind — ^but — " 
Tristren sprang to her feet. 

" But me no buts, Mr. Gier — as the old man says in 
the play. I will admit no 'but.' It was unkind and 
wrong — and my crime was a sentence as true as the 
Bishop's reasoning is false when he calls my father "mad." 

" Was your offending scrip only one sentence 7 " 

" The sentence headed the treatise — and oh ! — ^how hard 
I thought before I wrote a line of it. He said it was 
blasphemy — ^presumption." 

" What was the sentence ? Do you remember 7 " 

" He only destroyed its argument. For the sentence 
— ^it is the text of my creed — and I keep it." 

She went to her table and brought from one of its 
recesses a long MS. book, and Everard Gier, on opening 
it| read upon its first page — ^this significant confession of 
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fidth. " If I worship God and call Him Brahma — Zeus— 
Thor — Osiris — or Jehovah 1 — Is he less God for the 
designation 7 or less the whole power of the Universe ? — 
or less that greater apportionment of the Will of which 
my own is a part — conmiensurate only with my knowledge 
of his ways ? " 

Everard Gier held the manuscript book still open, and 
looked at Tristren, 

<' Does the Bishop object to that exposition of belief ? " 
he asked. 

** Uncle Hugh says such enunciations savour of a vain- 
glorious self-righteousness and are the agencies by which 
the diabolical fiend encompasses human souls. Father 
used to laugh at that : and Father never bid me destroy 
my writing. He said the idea of an ** exterior devil " was 
like the idea of the mischievous harlequin in the Panto* 
mime, and compatible only with a childish understanding. 
Father used to say to me, <' Renie I the great and only 
adversary exists in Man, as does the great and only God. 
There is no outer heaven or hell — ^no deity or fiend in 
Space, Time or Circumstance; and Eternity is the 
surviving Force in Man. You cannot say the sun motes 
which pierce the shallows of the brook, are separate 
suns. They are intrinsic genital sprays of the universal 
vitalitant — ^and that Breath in you which makes you 
human — makes you, too, divine. Conceive, Renie, the 
puerility of the doctrines of a stalking, tempting, con- 
ditioned Satan, besides the immensity of the Truth that— 
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one tiny volition of man's will works out its result to 
infinity for him — and for all who come from him." I 
have heard my darling father talk so many a time, Mr. 
Gier, and Uncle Hugh calls him mad, and me, wicked." 

Everard Gier placed the book upon the table. '< The 
bishop has little savoir faire^** he said slowly, "and you 
must remember that his opinions are biassed by an 
arbitrary system. I have the greatest respect for Dr. de 
Monasterys and we must wait and hope that the turn of 
events may work for the righting of all. His intentions 
are excellent, but his methods of carrying them out, are 
somewhat summary." 

Everard Gier rose, and turning from Tristren, looked 
out of the window, but with unseeing eyes, for his retenn ve 
imagination had conjured in his mind, the man whom 
Tristren had been quoting, and h» too heard the soft 
incisive voice from the Past 

" Gier I Renie is the kind of woman who, in ancient 
times, would have been perched upon a tripod. Kas- 
sandra must have had those eyes — ^that power of domina- 
tion! Those are the women who are the world's 
hypnotists — and if they are good, as Renie is good, — 
they are Nature's exorcists." 

Nature's exorcists I 

These words repeated themselves to Everard Gier, 
bringing in their train another commentary of the dead 
man ; having reference to this, his dearest and closest study : 

*< I believe that a strong pro-natal taint, or hereditary 
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poison can be swamped and cured by the volitional 
power — ^the lave of such women as Tristren. Their in- 
tellectual bent draws what is best out of man ; working 
on him out of the very weakness of his lower carnal 
desire— -pruning it and grafting his coarser senses on to 
their own finer aestheticism, until the grosser part is made 
denutrient and dies of inanition — ^Calling away as those 
heavy, cumbrous evolutions of the natural economy fell 
and became extinct before the absorbing solar energies." 

He turned to the cause of this remarkable reasoning : 

" What have you decided to do 7 " 

" I have decided what not to do," she said, " I am no^ 
going to Godstow." 

" Yes. I understand that And then ? " 

** 1 can stay here, Mr. Gier." 

" Oh no— not alone I And it would be better for you 
to have a change." 

** I do not want a change. I seem still to have father 
near me while I am here." 

** Yes, dear, I know — ^but — ^wherever you are he will 
be near you — ^believe me. I have a very dear fiiend 
whom I should like you to know." 

" Indeed. Who is that 7 " 

** Her name is Quemham." 

M Do you mean Lady Quemham, the widow of Sir 
Henry Quemham, who was, at one time, the govemor 
of Nepaul 7 " 

*' Yes," answered Gier, surprised. 
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Tristren smiledi 

" I know her very well. Father admired her im- 
mensely. I have heard him speak in more eulogistic 
terms of Liady Quemham than of anybody else.'* 

« Really 7 I hadn't a notion he knew her." 

<' We have not seen much of each other on account of 
darling father's health ; but he heard of her doing some- 
thing which he considered exceptionally admirable from 
Sir James Vivash» who is, or was, surgeon-general to the 
British army in the Punjab. I never knew what it was 
she did — ^but I know she earned Daddie's commendation. 
My precious daddiel Fancy anybody thinking him, 
even for a moment, a madman ! Oh yes, I know Lady 
Quemham. She was here yesterday. She was so sweet 
and sympathetic and she was talking about your nephew 
— the famous guide, Sir Damian Gier." 

** Indeed I Did she interest you in my nephew ? " 

Tristren might have told Everard Gier that the reports 
concerning his extraordinary personality had for some 
time interested her in his nephew, but she suppressed 
this and answered sparsely, ** Oh, yes I She told me he 
was with you in St. James' Square." 

Everard Gier laughed. 

*< He is almost always at Eccleston Square— with her." 
I have '34' pretty much to myself. I am more than 
glad you know and like Alison Quemham. She is a 
woman in a million, and you couldn't have a clearer 
headed, wiser friend." 
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Tristren smiled. 

**I like Lady Quemham immensely— for herself — 
without any extraneous addition of admirable conduct* 
But Uncle Hugh says she is a worldling and that the 
association is undesirable. She asked me to go and stay 
with her in Eccleston Square for a few days." 

Everard Gier shrugged his shoulders and also smiled ; 

*' Anyone who is at present put in the place of the 
Abbess of Godstow Priory would be undesirable in the 
eyes of Dr. de Monasterys* You are of course free to 
please yourself in the matter of your own disposal, but 
I think a visit to Lady Quemham would be very 
salutary." 

Tristren nodded. 

<* I am thinking of it. Perhaps if I go away for awhile 
I shall not feel quite so cross with Uncle Hugh." 

Everard Gier rose. 

*'Try to think of the bishop as you view all other 
matters. He has offended you because he called, and 
thinks it charitable to call, my dear old friend 'mad, 
but, remember how your clever father outraged his 
deeply rooted opinions. Judge him Miss Tristren with 
an unprejudiced mind and a level understanding a priori 
and remember also, that intensity in any emotion tends 
to weakness and brings disaster, by turning emotion, 
which is the sunlight of life, into ephemeral passion 
which bums and destroys. Good-bye ! I shall be glad to 
hear that you have decided to go to Lady Quemham." 

c 
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He concluded his visit, but Tristren followed him; 
with a rare ingenuous confidence bestowed on but a 
chosen few of those who had access to Miss de Monas- 
terys ; to show him some little thing connected with the 
memory of her dead father. 

On the Hall table stood a card basket of which the 
overcrowded state testified to the many friends of the 
reclusive philosopher. The dead are always popular, 
and the sympathetic callers in that gloomy Square since 
the death of Gerard de Monasterys had far exceeded his 
life visitants. 

Upon the top of the heap of pasteboard lay one which 
attracted Everard Gier as he passed. He stopped and 
took it in his hand remarking 

" Colonel Count Fedor Stehn ! '* Do you know Colonel 
Count Fedor Stehn ? " 

« Daddie met him when he was last in St. Petersburg/' 
answered Tristren. " He had been here, I think, three 
times. Tolstoy introduced him to Daddie." 

" Do you like him ? " 

*' He is— civil. All foreigners are. He goes abroad 
directly, I believe, to take up a Russian conmiand on the 
Afghan border." 

Everard Gier laid down the visiting card and once 
more bidding a kindly good-bye to Tristren, left the 
house with no further thought of the Envoy of the Tsar 
-—whose penchant for the society of the erudite and 
artistic was well known. 
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XI 

Amidst the omature and beauty which decorated a 
room in a fashionable house in a fashionable quarter, the 
richest ornament and greatest beauty was unquestionably 
its mistress — a woman so strikingly fair and so charm- 
ingly dressed that admiration from both sexes must have 
been hers by right of excellence. 

Vefd vidi vici was indeed the emblazonment upon the 
pennon which Diana Gautrey shook over a subservient 
world. Her golden hair entangled men — ^the play of her 
bright hazel eyes conquered them — ^the dulcet verbal 
brook which issued from her full crimson lips cut them 
off from the mainland of conmion sense and made them 
slaves to this Circe, whose queenly form and rounded 
charms still however remained unenveloped by a mascu- 
line arm, save in saltorial intricacies ; while a carefully 
garnered conmiercial fortune heaped itself behind the 
enchantress, forming an acceptable shrine for this un- 
appropriated idol of * Society.' 

Diana Gautrey was by no means a mere ' beauty ' 
woman, and women, who had capitulated to her mental 
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and phjTsical saperiority, shook their heads over the 
daring of a distinctive character, and the force of a strong 
resolute nature, disinclined to run on the lines of the 
ordinary and to jolt over the sleepers of humdrum* 

And surely Diana Gautrey had tentatively justified 
these anticipations, and in the Spring season, women had 
chattered — men had stared, and the society paper para- 
graphists had trimmed their styles ; for Diana Gautrey 
had notoriously £Edlen head over ears in love with — what ? 
Society did not knowl It shook its vari^ated head, 
shrugged its cosmopolitan shoulders, pursed up its car- 
mined and hirsuted lips and experienced a thrill in its 
langour — ^for the deeds of the remarkable captain of the 
Fighting guides of Gier, had come upon it as flashes from 
an Eastern fable, and the visual comtemplation of 
the magnificent conqueror of the jungle— and Diana 
Gautrey, while commanding that admiration which is 
coerced by temerity and success, carried in its applause 
an inherent sensation of Fear — ^the tribute which the 
shallow and trivial unconsciously and invariably pay to 
th^ unusual and unknown. 

Among her friends, too, went the whispered report of 
the strange alteration in the fascinating Diana Gautrey. 
How the brilliant, accomplished woman had grown, in 
six short months, moody, taciturn and inclined to solitude. 

She had no confidantes, but, to the Countess of Shet*? 
land, who acted as her Cicerone in Society's arcana, she 
confessed that Damicui Gier had " bewitched " her. 
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On the day following the Foreign Secretary's reception 
Lpady Shetland had remonstrated with Diana, upon het 
carelessness in allowing people to gossip about this btal 
fascination. Diana caught at the term. 

<< Fatal fascination I Ella! The man is kUUng me.** 

*' For Goodness' sake, Di, go abroad and forget him.'* 

" Foiiget him I Can you forget a basilisk when once 
your eyes are fixed on it 7 Could yoti get away from a 
magnet if you were a tiny helpless needle 7 I tell you he 
haunts me ! day and night — night and day I If I knew 
that I was to die — and I knew that I could die in his arms 
— I should accept the Fate as happiness." 

<<Ohl Diana! This is dreadful !" cried Lady Shetland 
weakly. 

Beautifiil Diana Gautrey laughed harshly and thrust 
her jewelled fingers through the masses of bright hair 
which crowned her head. 

** It is dreadful ! Isn't it 7 You everyday comfortable 
commonplace little woman I You married Lord Shetland 
because your friends said it was a good match and you 
knew he was rich and promising. He is short and 
stout and wears side whiskers and blse teeth and you 
have never had a disagreement and he never denies you 
a thing. You hope for nothing better than to win the 
verdict of society — the approval of a worthy lump of 
good nature— whose ambitions, loves, hopes and sensa- 
tional extensions are wrapped up in a parliamentary 
debate. How can you understand — ^this 7 " 
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The Countess was naturally affironted at this plain and 
unvarnished summary of her condition for twenty-four 
hours. But it was not politic to quarrel with Miss 
Cautery longer and Lady Shetland was still interested, 
despite the £eict that closed lips and an expression plainly 
conveying disappointment followed a visit of Diana to 
Lady Quemham. 

Temporarily emancipated from the surveillance of her 
duenna however, Diana had committed herself to an 
unusual but characteristic course of action. 

Such hints as were conveyed in her passionate speech 
were all the exoteric information she chose to give of the 
state of affairs between herself and Sir Damian Gier, and 
as she paced her room, crumpling her silks and laces in 
her convulsed hands — ^many women would have given 
much to have seen the sensate tumult which tore and 
racked the peerless Diana Gautrey. 

She paused, every now and again, to listen; and at 
each mistake, resumed her patrol with a sharp sigh of 
distress and impatience. 

At last she flung herself on to a silken cushioned divan, 
and clutching its embroideries in the ruthless hands so 
careless of frail millineries, she muttered. 

" Will he come ? or shall I get a courteous note— a 
snub 7 — ^and if he comes — ^what shall I say to him 7 
How can I hide these 7 " 

She dashed her hand across her fine eyes from which 
the hot tears were welling. 
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** How can I curb my tongue 7 If he goes away again 
without leaving me some sweet memory to feed on, I 
shall die ! What is it he does to me ? Ah " 

She sprang to her feet. The sound of a hansom 
stopping before the house seemed to root her to the spot, 
while her ears — sharpened to a tension which is their's 
but once in a life time followed the noise of the opening 
and closing door — ^the succeeding pause — and the firm 
gliding footstep which halted at the room. 

She made no attempt to hide those emotional evidences, 
and she did not move. 

Damian Gier came forward without ceremonial for- 
mality and looking at her, spoke in his cold smooth voice: — 

" You sent for me, Miss Gautrey ? " 

Diana Gautry started, with a little shiver. It was hope* 
less and she knew it, to attempt to escape the strange 
enchantment of this man. Diana Gautrey would have 
done it if she could, but the amber light seemed to set her 
soul ablaze. Those cold, measured accents beat upon her 
heart like the mallet on molten steel. The crimson tide 
pulsed through its arteries and coursed in a mad flood 
over her tear stained face and panting bosom — ^fading and 
leaving both pallid and grey with the anasmia of an 
indefinable yearning. 

** 1 sent for you — ^yes." she murmured in a husky 
suppressed whisper. 

He remained in the same attitude, and spoke in the 
same tone 
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" What was the use ? *' he asked gravely. 

She intertwined her fingers, and bit her nether lip 
until its full rich crimson deepened, and answered in the 
same low voice. 

'* I have lowered myself for ever in my own estimation 
Sir Damian. I have ceased to respect myself and I have 
lost yours, because I am miserable— miserable — Oh! 
how miserable I '* 

She threw herself again on the cushions of the divan 
and in tearless agony looked straight hehte her. 

These forcible strong natures, unweakened by the 
effetism of class distinction, are often the outcome of that 
concrete determination which lifts a man from squalid 
obscurity high into the Commercial Forum, and of a 
woman who uses her domestic machinery as the able in- 
\*eiltor uses scraps of iron and wood splinters— as simple 
means to a complex end. 

Sentimental women had made sugared overtures to 
Damian Gier when they could overcome the odd inex- 
plicable feeling inspired by his presence — a feeling which 
the contemplation of his rank and wealth diminished in 
the worldly wise : and the sole result in his mind had 
been a distaste — a palling and utter lack of sympathy 
with sensate emotion. 

This woman interested him. Her display of passion 
was an miusual experience. There was something in 
this whirlwind of love which submitted itself to his con- 
sideration as a new study. He knew that a single gesture 
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on his part would have bound Diana Gautrey to him for 
life — a slave in the chains of his domination and her own 
weakness. In one of those other cases Sir Damian Gier 
might have used decisive measures. In this, the difficult 
chord of his pity had been touched by her candour, and 
he wheeled a chair to her side and sat down, laying his 
hand on her convulsively interlacing fingers. 

She caught his hand in her's, and smiled. He dis- 
engaged and raised it in disclaimer : 

** I am going to be very unkind to you, Miss Gautrey." 

^' You wf€ very unkind," she remonstrated. 

" Yes, I know. But plain speaking is necessary between 
you and me — although the unvarnished truth may involve 
some strange admissions." 

There was no beat of confusion — ^no touch of self-con- 
sciousness in his deliberate tone as he went on : 

'< You have been so unfortunate as to CeJI in love with me." 

^ So unfortunate — ! " Again the hot blood coursed 
over her brow and her eye lightened. 

" Yes." He spoke so sadly that the uprush ebbed 
slowly away. *'So unfortunate! Miss Gautrey, I am 
sorry— so sorry that it should have been so— that I should 
have stood in the way of a good man and my friend." 

" Is it for the sake of " — she broke in. 

" No. Listen I It is for no sake but your own that I 
am sorry. Miss Gautrey I The love of woman is never 
for me, and mine is — impossible I " 

" Sir Damian 1 — 
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Again he raised his hand lowering it after, once more 
upon hers. 

** There are some men who are Nature's Ishmaels," 
he said impressively, " whose home is the wilderness of 
the outcast I I am — of all lost souls — the least retriev- 
able. There can be no Christ for me — ^no redemption. 
Let it content you to know that, in cicatricing this 
wound, you are burning a source of eternal bale — " 

The impress — ^the earnestness — ^the almost solemn 
pathos of this speech fell upon her torrid breath of sen- 
sation with the benumbing bondage of an avalanche 
from the Polar Snows. Again Diana Gautrey shivered I 
Her very heart seized the strange terror which those 
strange glittening orbs knew so well how to produce. 
She shuddered and moaned like a creature in pain, 
muttering, half in question of her own nerve tremours 
which this man struck so deftly — 

<« What is it ? Oh, what is it 7 What are you— that 
you can do this? Can subdue — excite — drive me so? 
And why do you speak so ? Look in yonder mirror, and 
tell me — shall a curse ban yonder form ? " 

She suddenly rose to her full height of womanly majesty, 
throwing back her beautiful head as if indeed to shake 
away some crushing weight 

He, too, had risen while she was speaking and they 
faced each other for a moment. Then, with a low coo, 
like the wood call of a dove, the woman twisted herself 
into his arms murmuring : — 
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** If Heaven were to open before me without you — I 
would shun it, and fly willingly to hell if I might have 
you with me — always — always — always." 

He felt her hot breath fanning his cheek — ^that ripe 
rosy mouth sought his — her arms twined about him 
like fair jewelled serpents of temptation. The whisper 
" Damian " stole through the small crimson bow so near 
to his face. He felt the close contact of her essenced 
silkened form, rich in the perfection of beauty's undula- 
tions — and — the strong white hands ruthlessly tore down 
that clinging embrace and flung her back upon the 
cushions — ^while Diana Gautrey's eyes dilated — ^her wooing 
arms fell flaccid — and a terrified ejaculation escaped her 
as she marked the change which crossed his face. 

What was it made the iris of those shining eyes gazing 
into her'Si enlarge and lighten to a lurid greenish yellow 
with a blood red flash in their deeps while their pupils 
elongated and narrowed to ghastly vertical sUts ? What 
caused that corrugation which contracted the shapely 
brows into a terrorizing arc? What Force shot that 
instant spasm through the graceful limbs ? What made 
the wonderful face blanch to an ashen hue and the lips 
recede, showing a gleam of curiously pointed teeth 7 and 
above all, what evoked that strange harsh note which slid 
through the lips and died among the fripperies of Diana 
Gautrey's room in shuddering echoes ! 

She clung to those same firipperies nearest to her — 
spell-bound— and the feverish havoc of her hearty sank — 
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sivamped in an unspeakable fear. The vital energy of 
her full life was caught and bounded in that dainty doll's 
house, by tjie horror which assails the belated weapon- 
less traveller in the desert wilds, when that same note 
in greater volume strikes his ear. 

There was silence 1 

She could not have broken it to neutralize that ugly 
sound! She could not move her wide eyes from the 
weird transfiguration which she looked upon. 

It lasted but an agonised moment and he passed his 
hand roughly over his face as if to tear away a mask ; 
and spoke as a man who has undergone some strong 
emotional tension : 

*< Fool I What would you do ? Are you mad 7 or do 
you want to drive me mad? God help you, if you 
do." 

He pulled himself together with a mighty effort and the 
wiU which drove the hidden fiend within him, caught it 
in iron and held in it irrefragable strands. 

** I have told you — ^it is impossible, Miss Gautrey," he 
said, in his customary voice. ** Impossible now and 
always. It is best so, believe me. You are handsome — 
captivating — ^the epitome of all that is charming in your 
sex. I must go out of your life — as those exotics upon 
your table will do, when they are faded. When I leave 
you to day— forget my existence. Of my own volition I 
will never remind you of it again. Good-bye.*' 

He bent and took her hand — ^flabby, cold and pulseless ; 
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in his own, and with a gentle pressure, dropped it and — 
was gone* 

Through the hours of that day, the fascinating Diana 
Gautrey denied herself to all comers. Who could say 
what tempest raged in the deeps of that stormy nature 7 
Prying servants told, with something of dismay, how she 
closed her door, refusing food and friends. When, in the 
dusk, she rang her bell, her maid reported that her 
mistress had bidden her, in a hard voice and with cruel 
determination angularizing the caressing curves of her 
mouth and glinting beneath her swollen eyelids — ^to take 
a letter to post — a letter addressed to *' Brandon 
Quemham Esq. India Office. WhitehalL" 
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XII 

As Sir Damian Gier strode away from the house in 
which, for the second time in his life, he had faced his 
predestinate Apollyon, few would have guessed the 
strength of the combat, although, as he walked through 
the crowded street, with bent head his eyes fixed in a rigid 
perspective, and his nether lip tight held in his teeth, 
those who remarked him fell away from this swift moving 
embodiment of preoccupation with a passing sensation 
akin to dismay. 

Active energy however, and his own omnipotent 
capability for subjective reduction restored Damian Gier 
to his habitual self. 

He paused to consider, and as he paused a hand was 
laid on his arm, and a man's voice exclaimed : 

** Sir Damian Gier I Ah ! I have looked for you since 
your return to this country." 

Damian turned his head and £au:ed, with a quiet greeting, 
a stalwart well proportioned man of erect carriage and 
about his own age — a man with regular well formed 
features, a square heavy clean shaven chin, piercing red- 
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brown eyes and an unusually thick moustache with waxed 
ends trained to curl upwards in a defiant twist — a fashion 
of hair training not common with Englishmen. 

Damian Gier shook hands with the stranger and said 
agreeably : — 

** I have looked for you, also, upon the few occasions I 
have been among people. I only came down from Culver 
last week.*' 

** I called in St. James's Square " observed his £riend| 
linking his arm in Damian's and turning to walk with him. 

'* Yes. I think Rarie mentioned that you had. I am 
so seldom there." 

"Ah — ^hl" the curly moustached gentleman looked 
conclusively wise and Damian answered his sapiency. 

" Yes, Count. That's all right. When I am in London 
I spend most of my time in the companionship of a lady 
— a woman old enough to be my mother — a woman who 
has been to me all that a mother could be. That isn't 
interesting, is it, to you 7 — ^you champion knight of the 
breast-knot 1 " 

The count laughed and squeezed Damian's arm. 

« My good friend Gier t You are a sly dog ! Isn't all 
London saying you have caught and hold the heart of its 
belle— the incomparable Gautrey ? What is the matter ? '* 

"Nothing! gooni" 

Count Fedor Stehn, marvelling at the almost rough 
tone in which his companion spoke — ^went on : 

" She is rich ! You don't care for that, I knoWi you 
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are abominably rich yourself, but she is— ahl she is 
indescribable I But, I am not jealous 1 " 

Damian had recovered hi$ equa^imity and laughed : 

" You are not ? Then, if I judge you aright you must 
know some beauty who outshines Miss Gautrey.*' 

** No, no, no, you probe well Sir Damian, I know 
you of old, I have good cause to — but — " 

The count paused — ^laughed again — flourished his 
pocket-handkerchief. 

** You don't care one scrap for the charming sex — 
Remarkable man ! I don't think you have a pleasure in 
life save scouring the plains and hunting the jungle — 
insensible alike to wild beasts — ^wild men — andfairwomen. 
Mother of Godl" — Count Stehn stopped short and 
became retrospective — *' I shall not forget to my death, 
when you and I met, three years ago, on Suleiman's 
Heights, and I heard for the first tune, your battle cry 
' Gier I Gier ' 1 My Faith 1 it was a thing to fear, and I 
have never wondered since at the fame of your guides. 
Again I repeat 1 Remarkable man!" Count Stehn 
once more moved forward and went on : 

I will repose my confidence in you I I will tell you a 
secret 1 

*< Political ? Take it to Quemham 1 

<' Bah I No ! Fiddlestick 1 I have lost my heart in 
this foggy, sooty, overgrown beehive of your London." 

" For the 1 How far down does the lady come in 

your catalogue of conquest Count ? " 
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Again Count Stehn shook his head. 

*' No, na Oh my dear fellow ! Pity me. I am in 
love 1 " 

*' You said so just now." 

" Obtuse Creature ! I don't mean a frivolous flirtation. 
This is the Grand Emotion of a life time. The Great 
Passion I " 

" Really ? You look very well on it. Does it interfere 
with your appetite — ^your sleep? I trust it does not get 
in the way of your mission. His Imperial Majesty the 
Tsar might not approve. Who is the lady who is the — 
I hope — ^worthy object of this — ^what is it ? — ^this Grand 
Emotion of your Lifetime — ^this Great Passion ? " 

'' She is a sorceress — ^a silent, exclusive enchantress I 
She is — ^luckiest of human beings 1 behold her ! Look in 
that Victoria." 

They had turned a comer and came flush with a large 
mourning emporiumi before the door of which stood a 
quiet carriage, whose sole occupant was a young woman 
in black, reading. 

Damian had barely time to glance at this lady, when 
his name was again called — another hand was laid on his 
arm — and he turned to see Lady Quemham's pleased 
Cace. 

" I am so glad I have met you," she said. 

Damian presented his friend — ^the Russian Envoy, and 
Lady Quemham carried them both to the sid^ of the 
carriage. 

H 
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''TristrenI Tristrenl here is a friend of yours and" — 
Tristren de Monasterys raised her eyes fixing them on 
Damian Gier*s. 

The formalities of introduction were gone through — 
somebody spoke— a smile flitted across the ivory face of 
the woman in the carriage — ^her hand fluttered for a 
moment in Damian's but» he saw nothing but those large 
mysterious fathomless tarns of a strange new light — 
heard nothing but the cold conventional phrase which 
formed her sole address. 

Her name — a name he had taught himself to regard 
with a peculiar aversion — ^passed his prejudice and left a 
sensation for which Damian Gier was totally unprepared ; 
a sensation of helplessness I of impotence 1 

Those quiet, dark attractors left him, and, he saw them 
again fixed on the page of the book, with no further 
manifest cognizance of his being. He vaguely heard 
the Russian paying some compliment which elicited a 
smile, and the momentary transference of the observant 
glance from the paper. 

He fielt an insensate desire to seize the foreigner by the 
throat, for his ability to command even such transient 
advantage 1 He saw Lady Quemham wave her hand 
and the Victoria turn round, while the words beat in his 
brain, as he listened languidly to Stehn's eulogies and 
afterwards, when he politely got rid of him. 

*' Miss de Monasterys is coming on a visit to me, 
to-morrow," 
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XIII 

When Tristen de Monasterys had told Everard Gier 
that she was considering Lady Quemham's invitation 
she might have added that she was considering how best 
to refuse it, wiih least offence to Alison's feelings. The 
weight of Everard Gier's own wishes had swayed her 
and the certainty of causing real disappointment to Lady 
Quemham herself, had finally decided her, for Tristren 
was a kindly-natured woman and had been taught by 
her father the necessity and duty of self-abnegation ; and 
in most matters—with the exceptions of conscience points 
— Tristren was pliant enough. Therefore, for the time, 
she submitted with native graciousness to take her part 
in Alison's programme — of which one important item in- 
volved transactions with the establishment mentioned in 
the last chapter. " You must have some new gowns " 
Lady Quemham had decided. 

Tristren looked ruefully at her black stuff dress, with 
its trailing draperies and easy flowing sleeves. 

" I am so used to this frock," she said, '< I feel crippled 
in new clothes," 
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Alison Quemham laughed. 

^' We will have them all made on that pattern," she 
said. " No other would suit you. Put up your brush " 
— ^for Tristren was touching fondly the portrait of her 
father which the cover on the canvas had hidden, upon 
her easel — " and come with me to Regent Street." 

And so they went to Regent Street three times and on 
the third met Damian Gier. 

The drive home was very silent. Tristren held her 
book as if in deep interest — but sharp-sighted Alison 
Quernham remarked that the leaf was unturned, and 
presently she laid her finger on Tristren's knee. 

"You are not reading, my dear! You are thinking. 
Of what ? " 

Tristren looked up with her curious clouded look. 

<<I am thinking," she said slowly. "Yes. I am 
trying to remember." 

" To remember ? " 

" Yes. I am trying to remember where I have seen 
that man before." 

" What man ? " 

" Sir Damian Gier." 

Lady Quemham answered with emphasis. 

" You have never seen him before. You would have 
surely told me, if you had." 

Tristren answered deliberately, still darkened — 

" I have seen him. I could have spoken to him with 
the familiarity one uses to an old friend. It isn't a like- 
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ness I He isn't like Everard Gier. He isn't like— Oh I 
dear me! — ^he bothers me. Will he be at Eccleston 
Square to-morrow ? " 

" I — don't — know. Why ? Do you want to see him 
again?" 

"Yes. I want to talk to him. I want to see if he 
remembers m«." 

« Do you admire him ? " 

*' Y — Yes. He is a very handsome — a strangely hand- 
some man. I use the word *' strangely" in its strict 
sense of extraordinary. If I were to use him artistically 
I would make him now a gladiator — and by — and bye— a 
godi" 

" Why ? By and bye." 

Tristren de Monasterys leaned back speaking as if she 
were quoting the words of some cryptic voice. 

"Men are not gods until they reach the ultimate 
heaven and have resolved the brute which lies within 
them." 

Alison Quemham started and spoke with a spontaneous 
irritability she afterwards regretted. 

" What a queer girl you are ! " 

The clouded look left Tristren's eyes, giving place to a 
wistful, shy expression of the lonely nature when it jostles 
the unsympathetic, and Lady Quemham mentally re- 
proached herself. 

" Do you really think I'm queer 7 said Tristren earnestly. 
" I am so sorry. I suppose I am. It is living alone 
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with Daddi^ear! dear Daddie! It was not good 
manners of me to speak of your friend so. either. I beg 

your pardon." , 

Alison Quemham exercised her inherent charm and 

won back this solitary soul to her confidence. 

« It U I who should beg y<mr pardon-Tristren dear- 
for I ought not to have made such a fool's speech. 

But—" ^ ^ . 

Alison left her context unfinished and followed a tram 

of thought which had sprung into her mind-a mental 

suggestion which promised to be an important variant 

in the fateful scheme which she had set her life's energies 

to follow out. 

Out of the appositeness of Tristten's speech and its 
association to this new-bom idea, sprang an almost too 
reassuring corollary. « Spare the woman !-and spare 
me." Alison Quemham gazed upon those mystic mid- 
night eyes, hiding their secrets beneath a dusky ambush 
and wondered if Destiny held in its workings an ascend- 
ant power requiring no such extenaon of mercy. 

The immensity of this intuition appalled Alison 
Quemham more than immediate idea disturbs those many 
who are careless of mediate results, for she conceived it 
out of the clear sight of consequence— and her mind 
travelled back to that Indian chamber, when, in a large 
hearted desire to outwit and neutralize the baneful effects 
of seeming accident, she had commenced the redemption 
* of Damian Gier. Out of her excellent nature, she had 
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giveoi con amore this child of the man she had loved, the 
quintessence of her excellence. Could it be that the 
greater and grander completion of this strange destiny — 
the ultimate resolution of the puzzle — ^lay with that frail 
creature ? — ^that this embodiment of intellect — of mental 
dominion, unsullied by lower taint of breed, culture, or 
habit should finish her work? Could Tristren de 
Monasterys be a mightier power in the problem of 
Damian Gier ? 

Alison left her young fiiend with chaos in her brain — 
unable to gather in the ramifications of her own capacity 
for supposition; and upon her return home, sent for 
Damian himself. 

Unlike his usage, Damian met her message with an 
excuse. He would come to Eccleston Square the next 
day. * Business' prevented his obeying Madreda when 
she wanted him. Meanwhile Madreda herself seemed 
unable to fix her attention on her usual avocations and 
Brandon, when he came home to dinner, found her but 
an indifierent companion. 

Later, the demon of disorganization seized that some- 
what phlegmatic gentleman himself, for the last post 
brought a highly scented note with a legible superscription 
written in large, well-formed, detached characters which 
seemed to give a disturbing satisfaction to Brandon 
Quemham — albeit the missive contained but a request 
for aid on some trivial matter connected with a set of 
jewels. It concluded with a sufficiently urgent invitation 
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and the remark " Your friend D.G. was here this morning 
— for a few minutes. I do not think he has improved 
during his six month's absence " 

Brandon Quemham grinned 

" He has snubbed her. I thought he would. Well, 
well. It's just as well. I must see what I can do about 
her amethysts. Poor little Di I " 

And the big fellow, with the heavy good-nature which 
had characterized his £ather's treatment of the child 
Damian Gier — ^felt sorry for Diana Gautrey and decided 
to see how well he could play the part of " consolator 
afiSictorum." 
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XIV 

In the meantime, Tristren de Monasterys, ignorant of 
the tunnel she had blasted in the Mount of Circumstance, 
got a piece of paper and tried to reproduce a recollection 
of Damian Gier's face in black lead pencil, ' psha'ing dis- 
contentedly and erasing assiduously each successive 
failure. 

At last she threw aside the paper with an irritable ex- 
clamation. 

» I can't do it," she said. ** But I will \ He may be 
at Lady Quemham's, and then I'll catch him when he 
doesn't know." 

She again picked up the paper and tore it into tiny 
fragments with which she sprinkled the burning coals, 
apostrophizing the blazing scraps : 

'< No ! Sir Damian Gier of Culver Hall and Indian 
Frontier fame 1 For two hours you have bothered me 
but — ^you are not going to best me. I'll have your queer 
eyes and your tawny hair and your fine figure and face, and 
I'll make you an Adam, or a Lucifer, or an archangel — 
whichever suits me — and I'll use you as a lay figure. I'll 
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study you and turn you inside out and upside down and 
I think you'll make a splendid " block/' There ! " 

And, throwing up her hand defiantly at the burnt out 
pieces as if they had been sensate things, she turned on 
her heel, and saw the door open, with Hugh de Monas- 
terys silhouetted in the darkness of the corridor. 

The bishop entered the room with his customary 
solenm manner — a maimer which, with Tristren was in- 
variably and unconsciously deepened, for, through her, 
the prelatic mind saw the lamentably doubtful condition 
of her father's soul, and felt itself constrained to keep up 
a vigilant scoutage anent her own tacit radical heterodoxy 
and to exert an inflexible discipline respecting her want 
of amenity in dogmatic argument. 

With customary courtesy, his niece placed a chair for 
her uncle, welcoming him with a quiet smile, carrying in 
its soft lines, a latent decision which enhanced the gravity 
of Hugh de Monasterys. 

He laid his hand on her head before taking his seat. 

« God bless you, my child I " he said — and then — with 
rigid lips he murmured. '< Well ? Have you decided ? " 

" Yes, Uncle Hugh," replied Tristren. 

The hard mouth curved into an acid downward smile. 

« And what is it ? " 

** I gave you my opinion upon your first suggestion, 
Uncle Hugh. I see no reason for altering it, in any 
particular." 

" You still refuse to go to Godstow." 
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" I utterly refuse to go to Godstow." 

" Will you give me your reason ? " 

" My own conscience— which convinces me that my 
call is not to contemplation." 

The Bishop moved irritably in his chair. 

" What you term ' conscience ' is but the machinations 
of the fiend — ^temptation I " 

Tristren smiled again, remembering her father's 
doctrine. 

" I think not Uncle. The dear nuns at Godstow could 
not persuade me that their life is the real mission of any 
woman. There is no Progress where there is isolation, 
and there is no Perfection save through Progress." 

The Bishop raised his hand. 

" Please do not quote your father " — 

Tristren broke in, with a faint flush in her pale face. 

"But, with deference. Uncle Hugh; I shall always 
quote father. He was my evangelist and he taught me 
the way to go." 

Hugh de Monasterys rose and stood before the fire 
facing her with his former sour smile. 

*' And you are taking the first turning upon his crooked 
road. If you do not go to Godstow what are you going 
to do?" 

'< Father told me he would like me to cultivate Lady 
Quemham. I am going to-morrow to stay with her." 

" To stay with her ? " 

" To stay with her." 
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The bishop paced the room in p^turbation. He went 
much into society and he, too, harking back to his dying 
brother's curious surmisings, saw a possible complication 
before Tristren in association with Alison Quemham's 
circle. He was, for the first time in his life, in a polem- 
ical crux with regard to his niece. If she had been a 
superficial woman, he would have passed her by, with a 
dignified benediction, knowing from experience, that, 
daring enunciation and a desire to " make people stare " 
invariably sink into harmless domestic mediocrity by 
the process of natural resolution; but the mental 
machinery of Tristren de Monasterys inclined to the logic 
of induction. She sought the reason of things, and those 
empirical fEibles and myths which held good to the vulgar 
and meretricious, showed their vacuum and insufficiency 
beside the creed of self-reliance— of the power of Purpose 
— of egoistic divinity (Man's imaging of God) which such 
minds inevitably receive and rest on as convictions and 
truths by the force of a priori reasoning. 

'* 1 1 is the primary sin —Pride ! " Hugh denounced these 
tenets -and— filing to distinguish between man's own 
power and his abuse of it, and sorrowfully — ^but decisively 
regarding his brother as '*lost" he cogitated on the 
probability of remodelling the naturally still plastic 
susceptibilities of his niece. Wherefore did he assume a 
more conciliatory tone and again pausing before Tristren, 
laid his hand once more on her head. 

" My child I I look upon this as your last chance. If 
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you were an average woman, I should say *' go your way 
and if it ends in sin, be the folly your own. But your's 
is a character I would grieve to see lost in error to per- 
dition. Remember. One step from the right leads to 
everlasting darkness. I do not wish you to go to Lady 
Quemham's." 

"Why? Uncle Hugh." 

" I have my own reasons." 

" May I know them ? " 

" Is it not sufficient for me to assure you that they are 
good?" 

" No. For they might not seem good to me. I have 
promised Lady Quernham and I have so great an objec- 
tion to breaking my word that the impulsion which 
compels me to do it, must be stronger than the reason 
which gave it. If you retain your objections I cannot 
judge their weight, Uncle Hugh." 

The bishop re-seated himself. 

" My child ! Your young mind s not yet able to 
weigh or adjudge, but must give place to my older 
experience and greater perspicacity." 

Tristren became inscrutable and answered slowly, 
" Father used to say that the emanations from the child 
brain of a Cuvier, were more valuable than the matured 
thoughts of a septuagenarian nonentity — " 

She stopped suddenly, and laughed, catching the 
bishop's hand, with a ^vinsome, individual grace. 

" Oh, dear ! That is the second time to-day I have 
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said a thing one would rather have left unsaid. I 
criticised the personal appearance of Sir Damian Gier 
quite roughly to Lady Quemham. I didn't mean to 
apply the moral of darling father's remark, Uncle dear ! 
only that he always impressed upon me the necessity — 
the duty of thinking for myself." 

Hugh de Monasterys barely heard the last part of 
Tristren's speech. Having intuited an unexpectedly 
salient clause, he answered that, quickly." 

" You criticised the personal appearance of Sir Damian 
Gier ? Where have you seen him ? " 

" To-day ! " replied Tristren " He met us outside 

's in Regent Street. He and Colonel Stehn. Do 

you know him. Uncle Hugh ? " 

" No I " said her Uncle — shortly — sharply. 

" You don't like him, do you 7 I can tell it by your 
tone — and you don't know him. He is a peculiarly hand- 
some person. I have been trying, ever since I came 
home, to sketch him and I can't. I hope I shall see him 
at Lady Quemham's." 

Again Hugh de Monasterys rose and paced the room 

Of Damain Gier himself he knew nothing. Of the 
trial of Richard Gier's life he had known little. That 
morbid self-analyst, while placing his spiritual welfare 
tentatively in the keeping of Doctor de Monasterys, had 
taken the liberty of repressing the precise nature of the 
cross which shadowed his existence and embittered his 
perceptions. While impressing his "father in God" 
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with the conviction that he had been cursed for his sin 
through his child he had omitted to state the method of 
the supposed ban. Hugh had characterized Damian 
Gier as an ''inhuman, merciless hunter" and as this 
he thought of him. Had Gerard not coupled his 
daughter's name with Gier's, in, to Hugh, such senseless 
and causeless proximity, he might not have even thought 
of the existence of Damian Gier in conjunction with 
Tristren's, but, once the idea was placed in his head by 
his brother, it had taken root and solidified into a 
prejudice, and the spirit of Hugh de Monastery's fears 
and anticipations held, buckler-strong, between Tristren's 
possible future and the blood-stained hands of Damian 
Gier. 

Again he stopped before his niece. He knew the 
futility of attempted coercion by his cloth or intimida- 
tion by reason of his office and he therefore spoke to 
Tristren as a rational being. 

« I have told you I don't wish you to go to Eccleston 
Square,and you have named the reason — Sir Damian Gier." 

Tristen's luminous eyes opened wide. 

" For what Uncle Hugh ? " 

'' I don't wish you to know him. He is not a good 
man. Such are predestined to perdition. Question me 
no further, my child, I am justified in my conclusions. 
Sir Damian Gier carries with him the meed of Crime. 
Avoid contact with the Powers of Darkness who stalk 
abroad in the likeness of Man." 
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Tristren's eyes half closed and she spoke with a gravity 
equal to the bishop's. 

<* Uncle Hugh ! You donH know this gentleman, and 
wise folk do not draw conclusions on hearsay. You do 
not like the Giers. You dislike Everard Gier who is 
gentle, clever, and a master in much learning. Lady 
Quemham loves Damian Gier — ^yes, I know," paren- 
thesized Tristen, answering an expression on the bishop's 
face. " She told me she had loved his father, before she 
married Sir Henry Quemham. (I can't understand 
how a woman can love more than one man, but let that 
be.) Her feeling for his father may have predisposed her 
to care for Damian Gier, but, unless he was worthy Lady 
Quemham would not admin him so much! She has 
known him from his childhood, and she loves him. You 
do not know him at all and you dislike him." 

Tristren rose, and her tone admitted of no contradiction. 

" If that is your only motive for wishing me to incon- 
venience Lady Quemham — I cannot allow it to bias me 
Uncle Hugh. There is no reason to say definitely that 
I shall meet Sir Damian Gier again — ^but if I do — ^no 
harm shall come of it to either — and its only result may 
be an accurate sketch of his face. See him I — ^know him ! 
— and then condenm, if you must." 

She moved aside, intimating, in her queenly way, 
that the discussion was at an end. But Hugh de 
Monasterys laid his hand on her arm and turned her 
towards him. 
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" My poor child ! Your unhappy father is now, I have 
no doubt, suffering for the deplorable mistake he made 
with you. Headstrong as you are and self-willed — ^you 
shall not fall in your pride to your own undoing. My 
prayers and my aim shall be to save you from yourself| 
and with God's help, I will carry through the task ? 
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XV 

One of Alison Quemham's radical excellences was her 

genius for diffusing contentment. 

The unobtrusive, genial welcome which met Tristren 
de Monasterys was that best calculated to please a lonely- 
natured firiendless woman. Tristren found herself as 
untrammelled in Eccleston Square as she was in her 
own gloomy but endeared home, and Alison's kindliness 
and Brandon Quemham's good-heartedness won, as far 
as outer influences could, the disposition of this young 
recluse. 

For two days she stayed alone with Lady Quemham, 
with no incursionist on their privacy save Brandon, who, 
for some reason, was imusually lively. The few hours 
which he had spent in her society placed this dark-eyed, 
studious girl, in Brandon Quemham's mind, on that 
mental pedestal to which such women seem to have a 
purely egoistic right. 

He epitomized this feeling in a sentence addressed to 
his mother. 

" One could ask the advice of Tristren de Monasterys 
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on anything — ^firom a political crisis to a menu, and be 
quite sure of a clear and sensible handling of the matter." 

So, he made no secret before her of his sudden advance 
upon the erotic forces of Diana Gautrey, who seemed 
inclined to turn upon this promising diplomatist her 
complement of Cupid's artillery. 

Lady Quemham shook her head : — 

" A heart caught in the rebound is a bad sentimental 
investment," she said. But Brandon laughed : 

'< Oh I Damian doesn't count 1 All the women idolize 
Damian — ^but that's harmless 1 I have told you before. 
Mother, — ^marriage and Damian are incompatible to my 
mind. Besides, women always make a fuss about those 
kind of fellows. When the conquerors in old Rome 
drove through its streets with a procession of captives 
running in chains at their chariot wheels, it was the 
women who crowned them with laurel and parsley. All 
women lose their heads over a hero— but it's blufif. 
Their hearts are all right — and I think I can win Di 
Gautrey's." 

He drew himself up to his imposing height and putting 
a favourable construction upon the fact that — at thirty- 
one, his waist-band was gradually lengthening — by 
deciding that greater girth would add to his ' presence' — 
Brandon Quemham dwelt in an optimism which made 
his mother remember his own father's fortimate obtuse- 
ness respecting herself. 

''That's all right 1" had been Sir Henry's general 
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dismissal of most conditions and situations of life 
fortuitous or designate — and the same sanguine faculty 
distinguished his son. Alison hoped that this would be 
Brandon's aegis against circumstantial unhappiness, and 
— ^given a woman with tact, of gentle feeling sufficient 
to appreciate at their value the many good qualities of 
these great-hearted masses of equanimity and even 
humour — ^the marital proposition would probably work 
out to satisfactory results, as it had done in Sir Henry's 
own case. But Diana Gautrey was passionate — ^im- 
petuous — and prone to outlawry of convention, and 
Alison knew, out of the experience of a woman who has 
passed through the valley of the shadow of despair, that 
she loved Damian Gier with a love which is not easily 
plucked out and flung into the limbus of oblivion. 

With such easy-going characters as Henry Quemham 
and his son Brandon, there runs an ugly streak — none 
the less deadly because it is hard to find — and despite 
his imvarying kindness to Alison, she had never found it 
difficult to believe the story of her husband's conduct 
with regard to the Indian rebels. 

Still ! Fate clears these things, and Alison hoped that 
Fate would clear the way for Brandon, and launch his 
Life's vessel on a prosperous voyage, even though it 
should be imder the pilotage of so impulsive an argon&ut 
as Diana Gautrey. 

Alison and Tristren were more than usually alone on 
the third day of Miss de Monasterys's stay. Brandon 
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lunched with the Indian Secretary and dined with the 
Prime Minister — for his post as Envoy-Plenipotentiary 
to the Frontier City of Gilzerat had been officially 
decided and between domestic and diplomatic importance, 
Brandon foimd his time fully occupied. 

During this afternoon, Lady Quernham complained 
of headache and Tristren prevailed upon her to lie down. 
This, Alison^ did — ^leaving Tristren revelling in some 
ancient volumes with archaic woodcuts, which Brandon 
had unearthed for her the day before. 

'* Miss de Monasterys likes all that old stuff,'* he said 
good-humouredly, and brought a pile of books out of 
the library into his mother's drawing-room so that their 
quiet, unobtrusive visitor might pop her toes on the 
fender and enjoy herself in her own way, nestled in a big 
chair before the iire. 

The bright, frosty afternoon hours became blended 
with the murk of a writer's gloam before she realized 
that the short day was closing and that it was becoming 
too dark to see. 

She poked the fire, and, making it spring into an 
artificial luminant, crouched on a footstool, bending her 
head until the blaze shining through her dark brown 
hair burnished its waves to bronze. 

She followed the bent of her interest in those old brittle 
pages until the flame died down and she could barely 
discern the letters by the afterglow. Suddenly, she 
scrambled up with a sharp exclamation, for the room 
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was flooded with light and a voice which somehow came 
to her with a familiar music said ; 

** You will ruin your eyes, Miss de Monasterys if you 
try to read by the firelight. Its effects are most disas- 
trous, I assure you, beside sapping the vitality of your 
hair by the heat. I have startled you I I am so very 
sorry I I have been watching jrou some time. It was 
very rude of me, but I hardly knew how to announce 
myself without frightening you." 

He came forward with outstretched hand and a manner 
upon whose racial grace was grafted a singular diffidence 
— almost a shyness — ^totally foreign to Sir Damian Gier. 
She met him half way, with a slight laugh. 

** You did startle me a little, and I didn't know where 
to find the switch. I often read by the fire, and I don't 
think it has injured my eyes, so far. Shall I tell Lady 
Quemham ? " 

The fathomless eyes under discussion fixed his own in 
a way as entirely new to him as this woman herself was 
new. He had been accustomed all his life to catch the 
gleam of fear in the suddenly attracted perceptions of 
those to whom he spoke — ^both men and women. He 
was used to their puzzled, almost antipathetic cognizance. 
He found nothing of the sort here. The puzzled manner 
— ^the fear had become his own— and not her's. There 
was a speculative expression on her face which suggested 
that Tristren de Monasterys found him interesting — an 
existence possibly worth inspection : and a strange Force 
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within him, vitalized three days before, sprang into 
action against a premonitive dread and an indefinable 
attraction. 

It was the quickening of this unknown Force which 
had kept Damian Gier from Eccleston Square in sur- 
prised self-analysis, and it was its resolution into a 
characteristic combative habit which brought him there 
that day, to, either neutralize and account for, a momen- 
tary impression, or to intensify a novel, unexplainable, 
beautiful experience. For it was beautiful I and no 
subjective examination on his part could solve the 
delicious sense of helplessness— of unresistance — ^which 
prevaded his sensibilities beneath the light of that serious 
questioning gaze. Even now he found himself seeking 
to fix it, that it should not wander from his own. He 
held her hand in his so that the singular sweet thrill 
which seemed to pass from her touch into the very core 
of his being might be strengthened and lengthened. 

Was Damian Gier, the impossible — ^in love ? When 
the soul transcends the body — ^the sublimated Aeshfeek — 
and lives in an Eternal Present of ecstacy — that is all — 
and what an entirety 1 

He answered her question with a slow, slurring 
intonation. 

** No I Do not call Lady Quemham. She is so used 
to my comings and goings that she would not understand 
being disturbed on my account. We are very dear— and 
very old friends— you know.'' 
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'* Yes," replied Tristren, gently withdrawing her hand 
from his detaining clasp and returning to her footstool ; 
where she crouched in an attitude which would have 
horrified a fashionable corsetidre and driven a modiste's 
block to despair — her knee embraced by her interlaced 
fingers — ^looking earnestly up at Damian Gier through 
the heavy bands of her shining hair ; 

"Yes, I know all about you and Lady Quemham. 
Everard — I mean Mr. Gier — ^told me what close friends 
you have been all your life. He is my firiend you know 
(why don't you sit down ?) since darling father died. I 
am very fond of Mr. Gier. He talks to me like Daddy — 
and he is my buckler against Uncle Hugh. You don't 
know my Uncle Hugh ? " 

" No." 

The monosyllable was short and sharp and Damian 
wished that his enchantress would not introduce into the 
pleasure of the moment an extraneous bittemess^but 
she went on : 

"You don't know him — ^and you don't want to. 
Well, well, I hardly wonder at that. Father told me 
— poor Sir Richard! — But, Sir Damian — I can't have 
you misjudge Uncle Hugh either, and because one man 
is weak-minded you mustn't condenm the strength that 
coerces him simply because it is strength. All folks have 
their own spectacles you know, and Uncle Hugh is the 
kind of man who would make a Church and destroy a 
State. He doesn't know you and he doesn't like you. 
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You don't know him — and you don't like him. That is 
what I call prejudice on both sides. Why don't you sit 
down ? You are so tall, I can't see your face up there — 
and I like to look at the people I'm talking to." 

This was all new, new, exquisitely new— the despotism 
of this dark-eyed dictatrix huddled on the stool was de- 
lightfully piquant and fresh, and Damian took his elbow 
from the mantel and dropped into the chair beside her 
with that rare smile and gentle glance which had hitherto 
been the exclusive portion of Lady Quemham. 

" I have no prejudice against Dr. de Monasterys," he 
said, "lie — unwittingly — I admit— did me a wrong, and 
I resent it. Isn't it natural 7 " 

" Quite natural — and very common ! — hut— you mustn't 
be natural — and you mustn't be common. If we follow 
Nature — ^without the curb of Judgment — she leads us 
into all sorts of holes, and common things serve as media 
to selection. Uncle Hugh is intolerant — but that is 
because his life's contemplations have been confined to 
a strictly conditioned line of thought and he admits no 
mental ramifications but his own. But he is a good man 
—and if he didn't want to shut me up in Godstow, I 
should find him an interesting study. You— oh ! dear 
me, Sir Damian — perhaps there is more truth than we 
imagine in the old doctrine of pre-existence, and you and I 
have met in some previous state of being, for your per- 
sonality is strangely familiar. I could fancy you — 
Adam, — before the coming of Eve! You don't look 
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surprised I— you don't even think I'm < queen' I am 
talking to you as if I had known you for years — and we 
met in the street four days ago." 

Suddenly and with uncustomary lack of ceremony he 
laid his firm strong hand on those delicate fragile entwined 
fingers. 

«<Do you really mean that ? Do you really say that 
the idea which I convey to you is — unconventional — un- 
usual?" 

" Most unconventional I Most unusual " she conceded 
unaffectedly, and with her quiet grave smile. She rose — 
doing it somehow without a scramble and touching his 
hand for assistance. 

"Here is Lady Quemham," and for the first time in 
his life, Damian wished that ' Madreda ' had stayed 
longer in her room. 

Lat^, when Tristren, in her turn, had vanished — and 
he was undergoing a catechism as to the cause of his 
absence, Damian broke in upon Lady Quemham's in- 
terrogatories. 

"Is — Miss de Monasteiys — ^popular? Are there 
others like her 7 I know little of the society of women." 

Lady Quemham answered with emphasis. 

" I shouldn't think you would find another Tristren de 
Monasterys anywhere. She is not, strictly speaking 
popular. She is ' odd.' You can't call her clever — ^the 
term is too shallow. You can't call her pretty— the 
term is too trivial. You can't call her charming— the 
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term is utterly inadequate to convey the extent of her 
powers of attraction — ^when she wills to please. I heard 
your Uncle Rarie say once that she was one of those 
women who make the 'hub' of creation. Young men 
do not find her amusing — and most women call her 
peculiar." 

Alison's glance stole up to the face of her beloved 
fosterling, as the sound of a soft rapid footfall approached 
the door — ^and in that instant the promise which the 
meeting of Tristren and Damian had sprung in her mind 
took on a swift maturity — ^but, the coming sound caught 
his ear and Alison watched the face she had studied 
since its babyhood — ^watched it as its changes showed 
her the black phantom of a possibility her love had 
smothered and whose denutrient counteraction all her 
watchfulness could not yet conceive. 

He threw up his head with that curious native move- 
ment, and the light laugh which glided obliquely through 
his closed lips, ended in a soft purring sound, bringing 
Alison Quemham face to face with an unimagined peril. 

She sprang up and placed her hand on his shoulder — 
the complexity of her feelings finding vent in the one 
word: 

« Damian ! " 
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XVI 

Sir Damian Gier's house in St. James's Square might, 
with reason, have been dubbed the blind eye of the place, 
for few frequenters of the locality remembered to have 
seen its yellow dusty blinds up-drawn, or its wide portals 
unclosed to the outer world. 

Everard Gier lived in it when he came to England 
and his habits precluded the freshening breath of society 
from reviving its domestic uses, and the few scholars, 
students and savants generally, who completed the circle 
of Everard Gier's friends, loved closed doors and shaded 
windows better than open house. 

Sir Damian himself, sweeping through the world like 
a meteor, cared as little for social intercourse in the West 
as in the East and the farther West, and preferred the 
breadth and teeming silences of the jungle, the veldt and 
the prairie, to the trammels of a salon. When he was 
not with " Madreda " he shared Rarie's quiet life with- 
out comment and with no desire to upset his uncle's 
arrangements — save in one particular. 

The servants who ministered to Everard Gier's few 
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requirements were old men who had served the Sir 
Richard whose fortime had been so considerably aug- 
mented by his union with the heiress of the Railway 
King — ^John Stapleton. They had grown white in the 
house, and their service suited Everard well enough — 
but, their lack of energy and slowness of comprehension 
irritated the virile temper of the baronet, and, relegating 
them as far as he was concerned to their own sleepy 
comfortable devices, he sent, as avant courier, when he 
chose the house as an abode, his own personal servant. 

The childhood — ^youth — and early manhood of this 
man had been spent among the snows of Northern 
India, and in the wild tribal life of its mountain spurs. 

He had a dark handsome face with keen furtive eyes 
^and the full lips common to the typical Mogul. Damian 
Gier's hereditary servants called him ''Jacob Patch" 
and treated him with a fearsome deference seemingly un- 
warranted by his unvarying courtesy and placable 
manner. His master called him ''Yakoub Pashvar" 
and ruled him — ^as he ruled all else — ^by the suavitur in 
modo of his grace and the fortifur in re of his inherent 
power for intimidation. 

On a snowy afternoon in December, Everard Gier 
had let the grey winter's light in upon the musty hang- 
ings of his nephew's beshrouded mansion to the extent 
permitted by the unveiling of one window, and stood 
looking into the rapidly whitening street. 

He alternated his watching with reading a short note, 
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written in small clear characters, but bearing in its lines 
a certain suggestion of mental disturbance on the part of 
the writer which scored an inquisitive pucker in Everard 
Gier's placid brow. 

In the height of the snowstorm, a cab stopped at the 
house and the watcher put the note in his pocket and 
went out of the room and down the broad gloomy stair- 
case, to meet the occupant of the cab as she entered. 

He welcomed the lady with unmistakeable sincerity 
and a slight surprise ; and his first question showed this 
latter feeling. n 

" Is anything the matter. Lady Quemham ? " 
Alison Quemham wiped away the few snowflakes 
which, in her transit from the cab to the house, had 
clung to her fiirs, and said : 

''I am worried, Rarie — and, as usual, when I am 
worried, my mind turns to you for advice. Where is 
Yakoub Pashvar? He did not come to Ecdeston 
Square this morning. And where is Damian ? " 

** Damian is lunching out, at the Duke of 's I fiEmcy« 

I don't know the whereabouts of Yakoub Pashvar. 
Why ? " 
Lady Quemham answered the question by a request. 
*' Take me into your own room, for I've no fancy for 
Damian's knowing my errand filtered through Yakoub 
Pashvar. I don't trust these Pathanseven when they're 
transplanted." 
Everard Gier laughed with a certain concurrence in 
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Lady Quembam's opinion and led the way to the 
spaciousi lofty, sparely furnished room in which he spent 
most of his time. 

Alison seated herself, and brushed her gloved hand 
across her face, as if to remove the harassed expression 
which clouded her gentle features and met Everard Gier's 
look of inquiry with one of her own. 

<* In the first place, is it true that you are going away 
again?" 

** Yes, I contemplate it" 

** And is Damian going with you ? " 

<'No. Damian was going to the Karpathian and 
Balkan Country — but he has changed his mind." 

*« Why ? " 

** I don't know. He told me last night he had decided 
to stay in England through the winter. It is remarkable 
— ^for Damian hates the English winters. He told me 
he wanted to spend Christmas at Culver." 

Lpady Quemham fidgetted uneasily in her chair and 
branched away from the subject 

<«Why havn't you been to Eccleston Square since 
Tristren de Monasterys has been with me 7 " 

** 1 thought it best for her to have itUin change— even 
of association." 

Lady Quemham betrayed a remarkable irrelevance. 
** Were you surprised when you received my note- 
asking to see you — ohm 7 " 
** Well, I thought you wanted to ask my advice about 
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something. You intimated just now that such was your 



reason." 



« Yes— s." 

Alison prolonged the affirmative into a pensive hiss 

aud tapped her foot on the carpet. Seeing her apparently 

losing him in reverie Everard Gier jogged her loquacity. 

" I am always so willing to help you in any way. 
Lady Quemham." 

Alison looked at him and answered — 

" Yes — s *' in exactly the same tone as before— continu- 
ing with the same lack of connection. 

** Has Vivash come back yet ? " 

'< I don't think so," he replied, " I have not seen or 
heard of his arrival. But whence these tangents. Lady 
Quemham 7 " 

Alison made a stajring gesture and proceeded to pull 
o£f her gloves with the force of unusual mental dis- 
turbance. 

" Be patient with me Everard Gier ! These surprise 
questions are objective, I assure you. What is the 
time?" 

She glanced at the clock on the chimney piece and 
answered herself: 

" Quarter to four ! If Damian has gone out to lunch 
— he may be back before I have done, and he will want 
to know why I am here. Perhaps he may go to Eccles- 

ton Square from the Duke of 's. I hope to 

goodness he won't 1 " 
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<*Why?'* asked Everard Gier in an extremity of 
surprise — for Damian to be unwelcome in Alison's house 
was unprecedented. 

" Because I have left Tristren de Monasterys alone." 

There was a moment's silence. Everard Gier tried 
to collate these statements and find their relation to each 
other and to Lady Quemham's obvious discomfort ; but 
he failed to understand why Tristren's solitude should be 
nninvaded by Damian, and said so : 

Alison folded her gloves into a round hard ball and 
put it into her pocket, and assuming an earnest upright 
posture — ^the immobile attitude of utter sincerity — she 
clasped her hands rigidly and spoke with a quiet emphasis 
compelling Everard Gier's unwavering attention. 

" I must preface what I am going to say by reminding 
you that my hopes and fears are merely a woman's 
excogitations, and have no technical foundation, as Gar as 
I know. They are based on my life's study of my darling 
'*yoimger son," and upon certain late manifestations 
which have come upon me with the force of a new and 
unpleasantly convincing reasoning. You remember what 
I did for Damian in the first year of his life 7 " 

^* Lady Quemham, how can / ever forget it ? " 

"Should you say that what is good and mentally 
beautiful in Damian Gier — ^is Mine — ^my gift I Given — 
God knows I— from the very heart of me, for his own and 
his dear father's sake ? " 

^ Most certainly ! It is not to be doubted. If it had 

K 
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sot been far yoM— Damian Gier might have been ii 
—or a monster I '* 

** Yes, I think so. But — I could not take it all away. 
The Curse shows still I '' 

"You could not take it aU away. No. Progenital 
taints may be neutralized. They cannot be entirely 
removed." 

^ Niver ? Bverard Gier, have you watched the process 
of life — of death I — how the elements of both sink and 
resolve into something better — ^purer — until the camalism 
is lost In purer feelings and cleansing Earth under a good 
Influence 7 *' 

** Surely I That is the economy of Nature— The process 
of evolution.*' 

M Yes— I know. You admit that I formsd Damian ? 

^ Unquestionably.'* 

" But I left him, perforce, unfinished. Thi Curu sHll 
shows I Everard, his final evolution lies in the hand of the 
woman he hvss as his wifs.' 

Everard Gier started and stared at her. 

"You coupled his name and that of Tristren de 
Monasterys. What did you mean 7 " 

" I mean that Damian lovss Tristren de Monasterys." 

" Damian loves ? " 

She nodded gravely. There was an eloquent silence. 
Many emotions chased each other in Everard Gier's 
mind reflecting their poignancy m his face. They finally 
settled into a dubiety which Alison answered : 



DAMIAN GIER 131 

'* Oh I Don't be afraid to speak out. Remember, I am 
an old woman ! — and he is my son in all but the act of 
bearing him." 

Everard Gier thrust his hands in his pockets and paid 
her the greatest compliment a man can pay a woman. 
He talked to her as if she had been another man. 

** It's all very fine for you to say ** speak out," he said, 
crossly ** but I don't know how to form what I want to 
say. Such a condition never entered my head— even in 
idea. I have always thought that Nature, in very com- 
passion, had neutralized all such proclivity in the con- 
struction of Damian. It might be — ^it might be." — He 
trailed off— lost in the inmiensity of possibility. Alison 
concluded slowly. 

** It might be fatal. It might mean the quickening of 
that lower nature which I suppressed, but could not kill. 
It might mean death to hetf and madness to him. Or it 
might mean life— Salvation — Exorcism — Redemption ! " 

Exardsm I 

*' Those are the women who are Nature's hypnotists and if 
they are good — as Renie is good — They are Nature's Exorcists" 

The memory of these words came upon Everard Gier 
wtih a new complexion and a strange import. They 
carried a potential remedy for what he had been hither- 
to accustomed to look at in the light of a sad sequence 
to an uncontrollable misfortime. Could, and did such 
antidote really exist in Nature's laboratory? The 
Eternal Life organism may skew. It cannot err I Time 
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and Circumstance straighten and sort with unflinching 
exactness and LfOve rules all. 

He spoke to Alison Quemham with unvarnished 
directness. 

''So £eu: in his life — Damian has been devoid of all 
sensation of sexual emotion ? ** 

" Ice-cold I Untouchable 1 " she said " — ^but— go on." 

''What means the disjunction, Lady Quemham?" 

" Go on ! It will keep until you have done." 

He went on. 

" Ice-cold I Untouchable — as you say. Yes. The 
sole evidence of the false nature being that very 
coldness, — ^the weirdness, the repellance of his beauty — 
that remarkable power for subjugation which out- 
siders cannot plant but which we can so easily trace — 
a wild, roaming impulse which drives him to the solitudes 
of the earth — a hatred of restraint of all description — an 
unhuman imperviousness to danger and peril of all sorts 
— an inhuman mercilessness to the strong and resistent — 
a passive toleration for the weak and puny — a periodical 
accession of blood lust, of the hunting fever which has 
been, on occasion, of incalculable service to the English 
Executive in India and has made him Captain and Chief 
of a Mountain Corps whose very name strikes dread into 
the Moimtain tribes. Does the foisted nature show in 
any other way, save so, and in his physical peculiarities ? " 

" Does your summary complete your observation ? ** 
asked Lady Quemham. 
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" I think so." 

** Ah I that is whera you deduce as a man — from actu- 
alities — ^while I deduce as a woman — ^from potentialities. 
Listen ! for I am going to finish my sentence. Damian 
is ice-cold, untouchable — ^but — he is afraid of the Time 
when the sleeping nature in him may he aroused ! and those 
savage taints you alluded to just now, refracted, and 
possibly rendered uncontrollable even by his magnificient 
will — ^by the greatest Driving Power in Life ; — Love — 
Desire I Now, it strikes me that if Damian's love fell on 
a passionate, sensual, common-place woman — ^if it was 
attracted by mere superfices of form or outward allure- 
ment — that lower, meretricious nature would leap up- 
rampant — a menace and a destroyer I and the end would 
be a catastrophe neither you nor I care to contemplate 
— but — ^if the woman draws him — wins him — through 
his intellect — ^through that true manhood which is 
differentiated from the curse of his life as Light to Dark 
or fresh sweet roses from foul smelling offal — ^if such a 
woman could conquer him by her mental superiority and 
make him love her for what she is ; and not for what she 
looks like — that woman would be his r^enerator — his 
redeemer. Everard Gier, it almost looks as if Tristren de 
Monasterys possesses this power. When he is with her, 
she seems to exercise an astonishing influence over him. 
He is gentle, subdued, and — ah, how desirous of pleasing 
her I — of winning her admiration. She seems to hold 
bis very soul in her hand. When he throws up his head 
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— so 1 — yoa know his way — ^she will speak to him, and 
the glittering eyes soften more than they have ever done 
to me and the tones of his voice — ^harshening to that 
horrible reedy sound which you and I fear — sink to a 
dulcet note neither of us have ever heard from him 
unless she is by. He said to me once ; ' Madreda I I 
used to tell you, you reminded me of the moonlight — ^but 
— ^the angel who stands before the Face of the Lord 
must have eyes like Tristren de Monasterys.' Then, she 
has a pretty tyrannical way with him which pleases him 
mightily. (Can you imagine that slight creature ardering 
Damian 7 ) and she takes him in hand and rates him if 
he doesn't come up to what she calls her '< ideal of him " 
and he listens, tries to meet her wishes, and loves, hvis 
her, Rarie, when she is iy." 

" And when she is not by ? " — 

" Well, he is unsatisfied — discontented — and the devil 
shows. Have you observed no change in him lately ? '* 

'< He may be more impatient — more taciturn than 
usual perhaps, but I see comparatively little of him. 
What you tell me is stunning me ! " 

** Revive — and help me I You have known Tristren de 
Monasterys for years. Do you think her capable of sub- 
jugating Damian Gier and of driving out. the devil in him 7 " 

Everard slowly repeated the words which were upper- 
most in his mind. The words of Gerard de Monastexys. 

Lady Quemham rose— shook out her garments, and 
concluded with decision : 
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" I shall let things go. I was afraid at first — afraid 
with a hope that was shadowed by a fear — ^but — I shall 
let things go. I do not think the father mis-estimated 
the daughter — short as has been my adiquaintance with 
her. When did you say Sir James Vivash comes back 7 ** 

I see his name announced as chairman to the Philo* 
mathic Society's dinner next week so I suppose he will 
be back then.** 

" Do you go ? •• 

" I am one of the Stewards." 

'* Tell him I shall be glad to see him." 

Lady Quemham held out her hand—* 

" You and I are theoristSi and the event must prove 
the justice of our inferences. I don't think much of your 
moderate practical man, as a class. He is nothing but a 
mechanic, at best But Vivash is something more than 
the empirical applier of other people's rules. I shall be 
glad when he comes to London. Damian has provided 
8u£5ciently diversent interest for Tristren— therefoie, I 
hope to see you at Ecdeston Square to-morrow. Good- 
bye." 
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XVII 



The Society surrounding the Duke of- 



luncheon table was distinctly eclective. His grace's re- 
ception was a patent to be attained to by the few — and 
to be absorbed in printing ink, with envious awe and 
aspiring respect by those smaller social matters, who felt 
the adumbrations of its eclecticism through the demor- 
alizing and denuding medium of the personal column in 
a Daily Newspaper. This recounted, in stale and bald 
fashion, the names of the guests who sat at the rich 
man's table and were culled as crumbs of information by 
reporter Lazarus from the ducal secretary Dives; and 
the onmiscient eye only of the Impersonal could catch 
the strange import of the few glances which London's 
belle deigned to throw upon London's craze. 

Men said that a change was coming over Diana 
Gautrey ; and women insisted that a change was coming 
over Damian Gier. Diana's fits of moroseness and 
taciturnity were deepening — diversified by spaces of a 
wild hilarity and bizarre excitement troubling to those 
who knew and loved her — ^with the exception of Brandon 
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Qutmham, who regarded these whimsical ebullitions 
with bis usual careless tolerance and whose only thought 
as he faced her at the ducal board was that she looked 
*< joUy handsome^" and '< took the shine out of all the 
other women there.** 

The hidden play of her fine eyes in Sir Damian Gier's 
direction was lost on him — ^nor would he or others have 
understood the latent light of fearful attraction which 
lurked beneath her lashes and drew her regard constantly 
to the centre of the company. 

An involuntary shudder thrilled her frame as his fingers 
touched hers, on their meeting. Her eyelids drooped 
and her face whitened by recollection. But no change 
crossed his. No memory stirred his pulses. The intru- 
sion of Diana Gautrey into his life had been episodal — a 
disagreeable — a hitch in its chain — and the crook was 
lost, forgotten in a present delight of which she could 
have no notion, — ^a subjective delight, giving to his out- 
ward graces of speech and manner, an objective charm 
at once fa'esh, piquant, and acceptable to those about 
him who had hitherto hit the bull's-eye of truth nearer 
than they imagined by constantly declaring that Damian 
Gier was a " splendid freak ! ** 

On this December day — ^the duke was enchanted. 
His guests were enthralled. The untameable owner of 
Culver Hall, with its very adequate rent-roll, was literally 
the topic of the Hour; and the lovely, sweetening in- 
fluence which had of late so beautified his life as to make 
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him forget its woe in an ecstatic Lethe, hovered over 
him there — to the advantage of his human surroundings, 
nor could they imagine that while exhibiting this 
agreeable facet of his personality, his fancy saw : 

'* Two lakes mjrsterions— elfin hannted—kind,*' 
** Mystic havens free from toil and strifiB/' 
'* They clo s e a nd lo !— their worshipper is blind" 
" Nor sees he— 'till their light restores his life." 

Brandon Quemham was una£fectedly pleased to see 
this change in his friend — and frankly told him so. 
Damian tossed his head and laughed — reverting in return 
to a subject near his mind. He tucked his arm in 
Brandon's and led him aside. 

" Bran, are you, 'seiging the Gautrey ? " 

Brandon smiled consciously. Damian went on : 

<* Are you contemplating taking her to Gilzerat 7 " 

Brandon assumed much of the sheepish expression of 
detected schoolboy— 

" I shouldn't mind 1 " he said, still smiling. 

Damian laid his hand on his shoulder and twisted him 
to front him — 

'< Have you considered the risk ? " he asked gravely. 

Brandon shrugged his shoulders. 

" Oh I I don't think there's much risk. Besides, it's a 
five year's job, and we should have to wait so long." 

" Better wait five years than take a woman to Gilzerat 
now. You'll want all your energies undivided. And — 
better wait Un — than take a woman who is— bewitched." 
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He allowed his eyes to pierce an intervening haze and 
spoke over Brandon Quemham's head : 

" I am bewitched myself — ^but my necromancer could 
disarm Uriel in Eden. Diana Gautrey is— different. 
Let her love you for yourself, Bran. You're worth it 
and — she'll do it by and bye. When you are gone, she'll 
want you and rate you at your value. Brother mine 1 
don't take Diana Gautrey to Gilzerat." 

His host's voice broke in, and the short conversation 
was lopped. Later, Damian saw that Brandon had re- 
joined his siren, and his face told his foster-brother that 
the warning of the latter had made but scant impression 
and that Brandon Quemham had determined to take up 
his new official duties as a married man. 

Damian turned away with a shrug of dismissal. He 
knew, by experience that the Quemhams— father and 
son — ^were unconvincible, and therefore impracticable. 

Left alone with his Grace — one of those freshly 
experienced longings for rest seized Damian Gier and 
courteously bidding the Dtike farewell — ^he quitted the 
company, leaving it to buzz its regret at his departure 
and to discuss the unimagined development of his 
character. 

The animal in the cab shafts seemed, to his impatient 
mood, to crawl to Eccleston Square and the distance 
between the ducal mansion and Lady Quemham's house 
— some three quarters of a mile — was vwy long. But 
the forlndding plank which reared its height between him 
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and this discovered asset in his destiny fell back before 
the assault of a latch-key and Damian went upstairs to 
find Miss de Monasterys, who was at home— and alone. 

She was drawing, and she rose to meet him with frank 
outstretched hand, and a soft rose tint pulsating in her 
pale cheek, occasioned partly by his coming, and partly 
by the hurry with which she hustled aside the subject of 
her sketch. 

" I am not disturbing you again, am I ? " he asked. 

** No 1 oh no, you never disturb me. I am so glad you 
have come up. I do not think Lady Quemham will be 
long." 

Had Damian voiced his mind he might have said that 
Lady Quemham was free, as £eu: as he was concerned, to 
follow her own devices and prolong her absence in- 
definitely — although to do him justice this incidental 
Indifference was unconscious and he himself would have 
warmly denied even a transient ingratitude to < Madreda * 
before whom he made no secret of his actions and 
whom he always loved to have near him when her 
presence was no restraint upon Tristren. 

His sharp eye remarked a certain restraint about 
Tristen now sans Lady Quemham, and he quickly and 
with characteristic directness, noticed it : 

'M am sure I am disturbing you. Miss de Monasterys. 
This is the second time I have come upon you alone — 
and before, I interfered with you. I wouldn't have you 
look upon me as a ' black beast,' so please go on with 
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your drawing and ignore my existence. I like to watch 
you." 

Tristen looked at him with a strange sapiency. She 
knew he liked to watch her! and breathing into her 
pretty ears with the music of distant unfamiliar voices, 
then and there came a clear construment of a hitherto 
unlearnt language ; the full estate of an ideation which 
had grown more discernible in meaning as day succeeded 
day ; a shapeless sequence struggling into form as time 
went on : — ^an interest in his wayst habits and deeds — 
afterwards, a wish for his constant presence—a desire 
for the soimd of his voice — a flying irritability when his 
opinions did not jump with her own — and an obstinate 
insistance on his surmounting the pinnacle of possibility 
upon which she placed him. She felt that there was 
some uncommon thing about this man — that he was a 
puzzle for her elucidation ; but she embraced the task of 
its resolution as in all her life she had welcomed strange 
dicta and logical presentments — ^to be analysed — expli- 
cated — and worked out square. Later still ; the unin- 
telligible whisper took a further meaning—gradually — 
slowly — ^not to scare the quiet life of her hidden self. 
She knew he liked to watch her — ^to be near— to touch 
her. She never wished him away and when he confessed 
so much, a convulsion drew forth the essence of the 
awakened self and as Damian Gier marked the restraint 
upon her manner and in her face, it told him fay such 
woman's mode of communication that he had won the 
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greatest gift of all — the world's treasure— the Elixir of 
the higher life — ^that love which swamps, encompasses 
and completes the aggregate of existence — ^home, friends, 
passion, heart, soul, and mind. 

He took up the portfolio she had so hastily closed, to 
persuade her to resume her work — ^but — ^the red blood 
deepened and flooded her foce and she caught his fingers 
which held the case : 

*' No, no I please don't I " she cried. 

He looked surprised and in the spirit of contradiction, 
closed his hand. 

*< Why may I not look at your sketches ? " A dis- 
tressed expression came into her eyes. 

" I— don't — ^want — you — to," she said. 

There was something in the portfolio she did not wish 
him to see, and Damian felt — not aggrieved— but 
curiously and instantly angry with Tristren — annoyed 
with the first displeasure of an immediate consciousness 
of proprietorship. Tristren must not have even the 
shadow of a secret which he might not share— not a 
cryptic scrawl on a sheet of paper. Those tresses of 
dark hair might have faJHen over the pencilled likeness of 
another man. The gaze of those unspeakable eyes 
might have been concentrated on some other features — 
those delicate long fingers might have lovingly traced 
Stehn or Quemham or — somebody else. Damian did 
not mind her father. He sympathized with the play of 
those clever digits as they called back from memory the 
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beloved face. But she must not sketch another, and 
hide the result of her labour from him. So 1 In jealous 
wantonness, he shook the case and it opened and poured 
the contents of loose papers on to the floor. 

Tristen knelt quickly to pick them up. ^ Now I you 
are naughty," she said, ** and I am cross with you — ^you 
did that on purpose." 

He laughed mischievously, and dropping on his knee 
beside her, he caught her hands, so that she could not 
touch the scattered sheets and said, audaciously : 

<' I did. I want to see who you have been drawing." 

She looked up at him pleadingly. 

<<0h! don't. Sir Damian. Don't hold my hands. 
Do let me pick them up. What is the matter with you 
to-day ? " 

He reared his head and followed the obstreperous 
wilful mood which revelation, suspicion and her denial 
had put upon him. 

<'Youl You I yon I " he said. « You are the matter 
with me to-day — and always. Why won't you let me 
see your sketches 7 Who have you been drawing ? " 

On the floor, her hands still clasped in his, in deten- 
tion, she twisted round and she too followed the moment's 
mood. 

« Why do you want to see 7 You are jealous 1 You 
don't want me to draw anybody else 7 she said. 

The amber eyes came close and caught her own 7 
She felt his breath on her cheek. 
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<* It is true I I am. I am jealous of your thoughts — 
of the work of your mind^of its impetus to these little 
hands — of your love — your love — ^mine— my own— niy 
Tristren 1 " 

It came from him against his will — ^forced by the drift 
oi her overmastering power — a power strong to vertebrate 
that great will — its dependable ally — its persuasive 
coadjutor. 

The quick speech was the upcome of the passing 
jealousy, but given words are irrevocable and may not 
be held while air waves beat. It was gone! said ! — and 
a lone Star — ^the farthest orbit of the Astral Plane— had 
caught up Tristren de Monasterys and Damian Gier into 
its uninhabited regions and they were of this world — 
nothing ! Monarchs of the Nirvana of Dreams I 

She wrenched away her hands, and let her head droop 
low upon them, and the shadow of her crouching form 
covered the scattered leaves. Somehow, when those 
words were said, Damian Gier waited for her to shrink 
and fall from him in loathing,— as if that was the right — 
the natural thing for her to do. But she only bent over 
those pieces of paper, hiding her face with her ingenious 
fingers. He wanted her to look at him and not hide her 
foce. He could not bear her eyes to be turned away. 
He slowly laid his hand upon her bowed head : 

« Tristren, did you hear what I said ? " 

She nodded and made no further movement 

" Will you look at me ? You are not displeased 7 " 
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She shook her head, and darted at him up through her 
pendant dusky tresses — ^two rays of that same lone 
star. 

With a quick motion of her fingers, she pointed to two 
of the loose sketches. 

<< Pick them up I *' she conamanded " and look at the 
grey paper first. I didn't want you to see it, but it is 
best you should." 

He picked them up and looked at the grey paper and 
— a strange gloom, almost a grief, gradually covered his 
£Eur features, for, in the few masterly strokes which 
vitalized the page of Tristren de Monastery's sketch-book 
— ^he saw himself ; in the plenitude of a terrorizing, strong, 
infrahuman beauty. Tristren had not meant it so, but to 
him — ^who knew this thing to be his curse, that foisted 
nature glared at him through those hard bright eyes in 
aU its callous cruelty. 

There lay no ruth, no soul of mercy there 1 

The Form alone was man. The life of those telling 
lines breathed in their emphasis of Force — Brute force. 

Damian laid the picture down in silence — a silence 
which gripped his heart in a chilling bond. He looked 
down at her, still huddled on the ground and met her eyes 
watching him with a grave, meaning smile. 

*' The other is not so bad," she said. '* That is Adam 
before Eve came. Now look at the other." 

He slowly took up the companion sketch. It was 
practically the same figure and subject, but, Damian 
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Gier gently laid it over its fellow and gave vent to a light 
lilt of laughter which rang like an interjection of joy. 

** How did you know ? " he said *^ How could you 
know ? Tristren, my good angel, make that last a truth.*' 

The two sketches epitomized the bane and its antidote. 
The last was the sublimated — humanized First — ^yet, 
Damian could not know that in the first, she had drawn 
upon her imagination — while in the last she had caught 
him as he looked when he was with kir. 

She began to pick up the papers with her eyes again 
on the carpet, but Damian wound his arms about her 
and lifted her close— close to him. Her flying hair swept 
his face ! The depths of those pellucid tarns gave back 
his own changing brightening orbs ! Her breath fluttered 
up in short quick gasps 1 Her hands strayed about him, 
and slowly, slowly, his head bent — Slower— lower — ^until 
his face touched hers — and for the first time in his La- 
scrutable existence, the lips of Damian Gier closed on 
those of a woman, and the soul of Tristren de Monasterys 
breathed its pure life into his in that long kiss, nor sullied 
its hope and promise of victory by the shadow of a 
haunting Peril. 
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XVIII 

" And you love him ? " 

Lady Quemham, seated in her big chair, asked the 
question of Tristren de Monasterys, standing opposite. 

Tristren repeated the word. 

"Love! love himl bald and inadequate expression. 
Do you suppose the spirit lighting the dead Earth which 
must spring to Life and Progress through its glow could 
retain the common vehicle — lov^\ I love you! That 
void, unmeaning phrase 1 I do not love Damian Gier — but 
when he is not with me, I feel that one great sense is 
numbed — ^that I am incomplete." 

Alison laughed a trifle constrainedly. 

" You cavil at terminology, Tristren ! but we, who are 
conditioned by arbitrary language, can use no other mode 
of thought-conveyance. Don't rail at the term because 
it is so often abused. When a man says he loves a 
woman, he means just what he says. When a woman 
says she loves a man, she means what she says — and 
more* Women are the moulders of the Universe. They 
must choose a man as a good mechanic chooses a good 
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tool — ^for the furtherance of Grod's ends — ^weaving his 
faults and excellences into a cable to tow him higher — 
always higher. I grant you, those who stick at the empty 
sensual meaning of the word "love" are poor useless 
workers — ^the drones in God's hive, to be cast into the 
Exterior Darkness. Are you willing to take Damian 
Gier as a workman chooses a capable but unground tool ? " 

Tristren laughed at the whimsical comparison and came 
and sat on the arm of Lady Quemham's chair. 

''You are the most practical woman I know/' she 
said, " and you put everything on an exact base. Dear 
daddy used to try and make me do that, but I am a 
dreamer and a term or thing once vitiated or prostituted 
is unpleasant to me. I hear people say " so-and-so is in 
love with so-and-so," and the next we hear of is a 
marriage, a scandal, or a quarrel, and it seems so empty, 
tawdry, squalid. No ! I don't love Damian Gier that 
way, and what you are saying strikes a parallel in my 
mind which may never have entered into your contempla- 
tion." 

" What is that ? " 

** The Union of the Body and the Soul. '* God hreaihed 
on him and Man became a Living Soul" I have often 
wondered what that meant, and yesterday when Damian 
kissed me — I knew. Somehow—it seemed right— true — 
real 1 Don't ask me if I love him. You can't work the 
thing out by that factor. It's too little ! You said you'd 
had a note from Uncle Hugh ! What did he say? " 
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Alison Quemham smiledi despite her mental perturba- 
tion at Tristren's irrelevance. She ignored the query and 
commented : ** You are no dreamer in its right sense, 
my dear. If you are— «o was Newton.'* 

Tristren shrugged her shoulders. 

**A11 great mathematicians dream in its right sense, 
although they would perhaps disclaim the assertion. 
They pull down Heaven and square it to Earth's 
urgencies. So! They are dreaming but, unlike the 
theory spinner, they walk in their sleep. What did Uncle 
Hugh say?" 

" He is coming here to«day." 

*' Ah I That's all right. I told him to come and see 
you and Damian. I will give Uncle Hugh every chance 
of escape from the thraldom of prejudice, so that if he 
persists in his conviction without proof, his shame may 
be the deeper, the redder. I cannot have him going 
about calling Damian a wild merciless hunter, a creature 
possessed of a devil and such like silly things." 

She twisted off the chair arm and struck two or three 
decided chords on Lady Quemham's open piano, while 
Alison leaned her head back upon her cushions and gave 
herself up to a reflective train which hovered round 
another communication, involving, to her present thought, 
a more important speculation and a graver issue than 
that contained in the note of Dr. de Monasterys. 

Tristren's fugitive chords modulated into a Chopinesque 
reminiscence, and her absorbed attention gave Alison 
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Quemham an opportunity for re-reading with puckered 
brow and compressed lips, this scrap of writing, which 
had been brought to her that morning by Damian's 
servant Yakoub Pashvar. It contamed little: 

*' You were right and I was wrong. There is an angel 
for me. But, Madreda, if you love me, I say again. 
Spare the woman, and spare me. Don't tell Tristren 
what you and I know." 

There was no initial, no signature. The caligraphy and 
the £anc ful soubriquet by which Damian distinguished 
Alison were the writer's indentiiication. She had been 
prepared for the tacit information contained in the scrawl, 
but she was not prepared to keep secret the existence of 
that lurking curse of Damian Gier. The unsteady 
writing typified the state of mind of the writer at the time 
these scratches were penned. She felt with a mother's 
intuition that Damian's night had been a period of 
watching and travail. When the gates of Paradise were 
shut in his face, when Tristren de Monasterys was no 
longer there, what might he not suffer in hard fight with 
that unseen, dreaded foe ? What might he not anticipate, 
if the woman's love was not unselfish, pure, and strong 
enough to slay ? And how could she be strong if she 
did not know? Alison crumpled the paper, feeling 
inclined to condemn Chopin as trivial, commonplace, and 
more like a chromatic scale than she had ever before 
considered him. 

Later in the day ; her placid face was smiling a wel- 
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come upon Hugh de Monasterys, who showed to Tristren's 
sharp eye, by the gravity of his demeanour and his punc* 
tilious courtesy, the victory over his prejudices which had 
brought him to Eccleston Square, — ^to receive the 
hospitality of this gentle, gracious, sweet faced Lady 
Quemham : whose quiet, self-reliant manner and faint 
almost sad smile went further toward uprooting his 
predisposition, than Hugh himself would in his pride, 
have admitted — ^and to meet a singularly beautiful and 
fascinating personality with which he had hitherto been ac- 
customed to associate the possibility and practice of all the 
vicious and blood-thirsty deeds in the calendar of crime — 
Sir Damian Gier : whose animus against the uncle had 
been lost sight of and swamped in his love for the niece. 

Yet did it seem to Tristren, somewhat silent and observ- 
ant, that this well appointed luncheon table resembled a 
pacificatory meeting preceding a declaration of war — ^for 
Brandon was a trifle sulky. Damian had offended him 
the day before. Lady Quemham had an unpleasing back 
thought which caused her eyes to frequently fall upon 
Damian with a lovmg, pitying, but harassed expression. 

Damian himself showed traces of a night of stress and 
storm such as the sheltered life of Tristren had not yet 
known — and Dr. de Monasterys behind his social polish 
carried a latent discontent, because neither of these people 
had justified his predication of them and he felt a disagree- 
able conviction that somehow he had been guilty of rash 
judgment and had given a verdict on a one sided hearing. 
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Nor was this the sole mark of opinion-degeneracy to 
be exacted of the Bishop, for, when he rose from the 
luncheon table he had bomid himself by a pledge which 
in the morning he would have scouted as an unspeakable 
word. He had promised to spend Christmas at Culver 
Hall as the guest of Sir Damian Gier 1 

** It is to be quite a £amily gathering," Sir Damian 
had said " for Bran's new appointment threatens to be 
lively, and he won't be back for five years — ^while I — 
well, I may be married next year, and Lady Gier will 
invite the guests." 

" You ! You married I " interpolated Brandon, roused 
out of a self-imposed taciturnity by surprise. 

" Yes. Why not ? " asked Damian quietly " does the 
idea seem so extraordinary ? " 

** Not only extraordinary — ^but impossible ! " Brandon 
bluntly said, " I can't imagine it. A wife would be a 
perfect nuisance to you — and she'd hamper you fearfully." 

Damian laughed softly, with that low reedy under- 
sound which Alison Quemham disliked, and from his 
veiled eyes two prismatic flashes shot upon Tristren. 

<'I don't think my wife will be a nuisance and she 
certainly will not hamper me. It may be possible, for 
all you know, and so, I shall be charmed if his lordship 
honours my " bachelor " party at Culver." 

His lordship promised, and drove away from the house 
marvelling at the circumstance and at this strange man's 
strange authority which had extracted the concession. 
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XIX 

Tristren left Eccleston Square the next day — and the 
brightening power of a new and sweet emotion took a 
&drer Tristren back to the gloomy home farther west* 

Alison waited until she was gone in order to open her 
mind to Damian on the subject of his letter. He had 
not alluded to it in any way, nor had he, save through 
its medium, hinted at a change of relation between Miss 
de Monasterys and himself. Indeed, not the sharp eyes 
of a jealous woman could have detected a bond between 
them from outward manner. 

Before Damian went away, Alison called him into her 
own room: 

*< Come here, my dear, I want to speak to you,*' she said. 

He followed in silence — and not too willingly — ^for his 
restless spirit impelled him out of the house which no 
longer contained his sedative influence. 

Alison stopped in the middle of the room and linked 
her hand in his arm. 

M Don't grieve, dearie, she has not gone fax.'* She said 
simply, and with her woman's instinct. He lifted the 
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slender fingers which clung to his amii up to his lips — 
and gently brushing them, dropped her hand — and walk- 
ing to the mantel, leaned his burning forehead on its cold 
marble, while a long drawn shuddering sigh was her only 
answer. 

She did not speak, but waited — standing there— for his 
confidence, which she well knew would come to her. 

A shiver thrilled those lithe limbs, and he shifted his 
position, leaning his elbow on the marble and speaking 
with his head bent — ^his eyes upon her — and his fingers 
through his hair. 

<« What is it to end in, Madreda?" 

** Happiness for you both, my darling, I hope " she said. 

" Happiness ! Life ! Fuling ! " he echoed. ** Are those 
for me ? Emancipation I Freedom firom the thongs of 
a ban beating and driving me back — ^back — ^back — when 
she is not here to hold me— to make me human." 

He quickly twisted round and wound his arm about 
Lady Quemham. 

*< Forgive me. Mother, it seems as though I am dis* 
loyal to you. But you can't do it now. I told you once 
you reminded me of the moonlight. So you do— but — 
we sleep under the moonlight, Madreda, and the sun 
comes up and wakes us. Have you ever arisen at dawn 
and watched the hurry and scud of the cloud packs before 
the East-rays settle the mist-masses 7 *' 

He threw up his head and left her to apply the analogy, 
if she would, and patrolled the room. 



DAMIAN GIER 155 

Alison stood with her hand on the back of her chair 
waiting again for him to go on, for she knew it was best 
to let the mood wear itself out in energy. Presently he 
stopped before the window and looked out into the 
wintery square. Then he flung out his arms as if he 
would beat back the air. 

" I feel that I must move I " he said. << I wish I had 
Jehanari and a desert stretch I What a brutally /f«U place 
England is ! You can't get out of the way of bricks and 
people— people and bricks. Why did you call me into 
your room ? " 

'' I wanted to speak to you, but it will keep — ^If you don't 
feel like being lectured— or reasoned with." 

He literally seemed to pull himself together with a 
flexile shake which was peculiar to him and came and 
sat down in her chair, looking up at her, leaning over its 
high back. 

"You are cross with me, then. What have I done 
wrong,— other than proving you right — ^and myself a blind 
fool ? " 

** Women are usually more perspicuous than men," she 
said gently, running her fingers through his hair. " And 
you may have been blind because you could not see into 
the Future or into the Great Alchemist's laboratory — ^but 
you are not a fool— and that is why I am going to speak 
to you, Damian, for you must understand the position 
unsentimentally — and so shouU Tristrm" 

He dropped his head and spoke huskily. 
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«• What do yoa mean, Tristren should ? " 

" Why must I not tell Tristren ? " 

He let his hands drop and clutched the arms of the chair 
in a tight convulsive hold. Alison came round in front of 
him and repeated her question. 

" Damian I Why must I not tell Tristren ? - 

He raised those long lashes, and Alison saw that the 
eye pupils beneath were narrowed as he muttered. 

" I will not have her know." 

Alison again laid her hand on his head. 

" You are not doing her justice. She is worth all your 
love, all your life, even to its mystery." 

He caught the hand that strayed among the tawny 
masses on his head with the iron grip of emphasis and 
spoke with the breathless inflection of emotional depth. 

" I would not have Tristren de Monasterys know there 
was anything-— queer about me, for that same life. She 
loves me as a man, like other men. She shall not, must 
not, know me as an accursed, blasted, haunted. Unnatural 
Thing I If Tristren were to shrink from me, fly me, fear 
me, it would madden me, goad me, to — to — ,'* he sprang up 
— *< Madreda 1 No ! Keep it to you and me." 

** And Vivash, and Everard ! " she spoke calmly. 

** I can manage Rarie. Vivash must hold his tongue, 
and keep his distance. You must not teU him, see him, 
talk to him — and Tristren — God I No ! It shall not be." 

The tone, the gestiure were those never put on by 
Damian with Alison Quemham. It was the masterful 
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decision — ^the domination which poised a people on the 
toe of his foot — and Alison, dearly as she loved him and 
dear as she was to him, well knew the price she would 
pay for breaking a faith thrust so forcibly upon her 

She must not tell — see — ^talk to Vivash. The misery 
of that sultry past day back on the Himalayan heights 
must not span time and touch to-day ! 

But with Alison Quemham, Right spoke ever more 
emphatically than Might. She was a casuist, perhaps, 
and one of Life's wary conunanders, and she had no 
notion of sending a captain into the field, blindfolded and 
crippled. This was the first time Damian had used this 
tone to her, and serving with men, it roused the resistant 
spirit in her; and she met him on his own ground; 
standing still behind her chair. 

" You are doing wrong,'* she said, ** Tristren de 
Monasterys should know. You are a soldier by choice, 
and a conqueror by nature, and your name is famous for 
your inimitable, invincible system of scoutage 1 How can 
your Pathan guides bring in correct intelligence and carry 
your forces through perilous ways unless they know 
their lines and country 7 and what paltry political opera- 
tion compares with the campaign of Will and Destiny 7 
Tell Tristren, or let me tell her, that she may know ksr 
lines and country, and, look you, I'll back her to win." 

He stood motionless in contemplation. Alison knew 
h$r lines and country, and she compared by things which 
appealed to him. As he stood with his back to her, and 
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his head bent forward, he ran over in his mind, the pros 
and cons of his case. 

There had been a time when the consciousness of this 
evil foreign power lying latent in his nature had been a 
source of pleasure to him, as the power to slay, to 
terrorize and subdue, is pleasant to all animals, higher 
and lower. The wild, indomitable delight in space soli- 
tude ; the ability for subjugation and its cognate freedom 
from fear of the larger brute races; the constructive 
exemptions from the formal rules of ethical and social man- 
kind. These conditions filled Damian Gier with a sense 
of ferocious pleasure. Men were weak ! to be crushed by 
his strength. Women were weaker, to be protected, on 
occasion, by reason of that weakness, as imworthy game. 

His distaste for the mere contemplation of the possible 
results of this foreign power over his nicer, more 
noumenal, and emotional sensibilities he had confessed 
already to Alison Quemham without an idea of the 
existence of a neutralizer. 

By the clear light and purity of this refining force the 
full abnormality of those savage pleasures stood confessed 
in its enormity. The brute nature dragging the divinity 
to the hell of blind ferocity and sense of sheer physical 
mastery. That clear white love, unsullied by passion or 
ephemeral desire, showed those lurking demons in de- 
formity so gross that the new-bom love which met and 
welcomed it, sickened — and rose in an unknown wrath, 
to drive them forth by the will which had led and 
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chained them all these years. But this witch of the 
spotless wand must not know the strife! No even 
transient feeling of fear or contempt must splash that 
fleckless scimitar of office. He could not endure the 
passing thought of those dark oracles of Fate gazing on 
him with a fear-fraught stare, regarding him as a living 
embodiment of experimental physics. 

He turned upon Alison Quemham with this purpose 
complete and final — fully prepared to prevent its infringe- 
ment 

He leaned across the high back of her chair and laid his 
hands on her shoulders, with a firm steady grip and spoke 
with slow incisiveness. 

** Madreda I If you fail me — ^if you break faith with 
me — if you speak of this thing to a soul and most of all, 
to Tristren de Monasterys — I will never see your face 
again — ^nor shall you— mine. I will look upon man— or 
woman — ^no more. Damian Gier and his secret shall be 
among the eternally damned — ^lost in the thrums of 
Nature's warp and woof. Tristren de Monasterys carries 
me in that slight white hand of hers. She loves me — 
tm — MB — ^because I am Me t and she must love all of me, 
because it is good — ^like herself. " 

The strong, prehensile characteristic grip relaxed and 
he slid once more into the chair, holding her fingers only, 
loosely in one hand, and leaning his cheek upon them in 
a sudden transition to his winning caressing way, and 
spoke dreamily with distant eyes : 
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"Listen, Madreda! When Tristren's lips were laid 
on mine this morning before I lost her — ^the victory 
seemed easy — ^her kisses bring rest, peace — a delicious 
sense of new life — ah ! you can't understand it How 
could you? The sun creatures know no heat! The 
Kentucky cave-dwellers know no darkness ! Look ! " — 
he threw out his strong, pliant hand as if to clutch and 
hurl some unfit thing away. ** I can pull it out — ^this 
diseased heart of me — and fling it to hell — ^but — my 
saint must not see or know," 

He brought his eyes back immediately to Alison. 

"You will not fail me, Madreda 1 You will not tell 
her?" — ^without waiting for her answer his grip 
tightened — ^"and you must shut Vivash's mouth. You 
must not speak to him 1 If I have a detestation in the 
world, it is Vivash. I hate him! He looks upon me 
as a "case" — as an engrossing study in physiology. 
He is coming back to England — Rarie said so. He will 
come to see you surely. Promise me you will not mention 
Tristren de Monasterys and me to him." 

Alison clasped her hands tightly on the chair back and 
closed her small mouth in a silence of displeasure and 
disconcertion unusual between her and Damian Gier. 
In her wise eyes, this concession was foolish and wrong 
and Damian's urgency for its requisition — ^the figment of 
a morbid imagination. Through the vicissitudes of his 
remarkable career, Alison Quemham had led her foster 
son by the silken thread of a love as strange as his own 
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conformation. But this was impossible now. She knew 
that stranger thongs, binding him a willing prisoner in 
lasting irrefragable meshes, were pulling the thread of 
her influence taut. One error of judgment and manage- 
ment on her part and the tie snapped — ^limp ^broken for 
good and all. 

Therefore when her lips parted, her voice carried an 
earnest thrill in its soft inflection indicative of her full 
knowledge of what she held at stake. 

<* My dearest I my very dearest ! have I ever refused 
you anything that was right ? " 

" No, no, I know — and right or wrong you must not 
refuse me this." 

" My darling ! Believe me, you cannot work without 
Tristren and to help you she must know what I know. 
I have told you before, she is worthy. Will you promise 
me— if I keep silence— she shall not be always kept in 
the dark — that before you make her your wife — she shall 
know." 

He looked at her again with far seeing eyes and re- 
peated softly*— slowly. 

" My wife ! — the wifs of Damian Gier I It sounds 
funny, Madreda, doesn't it 7 That gentle, clever girl will 
be mine! My own! for always — always" — he slurred 
ofi* with his low cooing laugh. "Keep silence until 
Christmas is come and gone, Madreda, and then— we*ll 
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XX 

Dr. de Monasterys was annoyed with himself. During 
the week which had elapsed since his visit to Eccleston 
Square, the weird impressive personality of Sir Damian 
Gier had dwelt with him in an unaccountable spirit of 
unrest and self-dissatisfaction. 

The distinctive voice, face and figure of the man who, 
before their meeting, he had accustomed himself to regard 
with a passive aversion as a scourge of mankind, whose 
life-line was not likely to cross his own, got betwixt him 
and his avocations in a persistent and constant reminder 
of an incomprehensible superiority. 

In Synod or Chapter, from pulpit, scroll, printed page, 
penitent, or priedieu, tnose brilliant, haunting, living 
topazes looked up at him with £aint cynical glance, so that, 
like the fictitious King Claudius of Denmark, his words 
flew up while his soul remained chained on earth by a 
recollection whose compulsory retention disturbed the 
calm stream of his life, and lashed it into turbid waves 
of an inexplicable disquietude — a recollection, carrying in 
its emphasis, a potentiality for dominion which Hugh de 
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Monasterys resented, rebelled against, but could neither 
control, resist, nor explain. 

His furrowed brow and pursed lips were sufficient out- 
ward sign of his inward conflict against these feelings of 
coercion and self-reproach which he could not understand. 
Even his religious aids fEiiled to free him from the 
humiliating sense of his own weakness and the inscrut- 
able domination of Damian Gier. 

The Bishop paced his well tomed library in self- 
communion. 

" Some time ago, I likened this man to a tiger, and 
verily there is something more than tigerish about him. 
I believe in his mercilessness, his valour, his fearlessness, 
and more than all, I believe in his insensible indifference, 
his inherent cruelty. If one could imagine a semi-hiunan 
graceful, beautiful, powerful intellectual brute, one would 
realize Damian Gier. He has the fawning gentleness of 
the sheathed tiger! the intrinsic cold ferocity! Why 
could I not gainsay him ? Why dare I not refuse when 
he preferred his friendship ? / — who know so well that 
his own father regarded him as a curse. Why ? Richard 
Gier was close, and — ^and, bless me I I remember Gerard's 
story of the Calcutta himt. Was there a physical reason 
for Richard Gier's sorrow? Is this creature really a 
beautiful soulless Monstrosity 7 *' 

He sat down by his table and drummed his fingers on his 
purple cassock-covered knee. Then he turned to the multi- 
tude of books which lay in scattered lots upon the baize. 
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« None of those people would tell me if it was so" he 
muttered. " It would be to the interest of his friends to 
keep such a secret from the world and from me. I have 
heard of such things, the result of some unforeseen, so 
called accident, the punishment of sin! I wish I had seen 
this man before! I would not have let Tristren go to 
Eccleston Square. With her cankered views, her 
dangerous ideals, such an association is peril indeed. She 
is altered too. She is silent and more amenable ! less 
controversial and is inclined to retrospective reverie 
which warns me that matters are worse with her than 
they were a fortnight ago. When I mentioned Godstow 
yesterday, she said she would go there by and bye if it 
was only to reflect on the ultimate state of those who had 
never felt the pulse of life, the throb of real happiness. 
What did she mean 7 and my poor brother's butler told 
me also yesterday that Lady Quemham (who, if she was 
not a whited sepulchre would be a charming woman) 
went to see her and took kirn. Dear me! dear me! 
Verily, my poor, poor brother Gerard's wicked recalci- 
trance is working its own punishment. How to prevent 
it with so true a daughter of her father as Tristren. 
How to prevent it ! How to save her 7 " 

The cogitations of Hugh de Monasterys trailed off, as 
he pensively picked up the books one by one. 

The office of literary censor in his diocese was relegated 
to one of its canons ; but this good man's position was a 
sinecure ; for no moral work went forth without the seal. 
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bond, and approval of Holy Church contained in the 
"Nihil Obstat " of Dr. de Monasterys. 

The books were of all classes other than the most 
censorable —that flood of light writing which dribbles from 
the money*seeking pens through the sensation-hunting 
fingers of the women of our country. They were mostly 
polemical, ethical or historical — ^with some few clinical and 
ethnological. Of these last, Dr. de Monasterys placed 
several aside for deeper study ; but one of the former 
class he raised with the spontaneous movement of a 
familiar encounter. It was entitled " The Analysis of 
Moral" and was written by James Jemingham Vivash — 
the author's name rejoicing, as is usual, in the extended 
alphabetical addenda which honours the cognomen of a 
celebrated physician. 

The meeting with the known nameof an accquaintance 
upon a title page, relaxed the rigid lines of the bishop's 
face, and he settled himself to forget for the time being, 
a troublesome reflection, which was rapidly assuming the 
shape of a premonition of ill : in the work of a man who 
was at all times interesting and often instructive. 

An hour passed, and still was the bishop immersed in 
the pages of Sir James Vivash's treatise, which compelled 
his unwavering attention, while its theses aroused his 
strong spirit of ratiocination, for the able surgeon worked 
out a theory of Physical government of Morality which 
by its plausibility and virile handling seemed to the pre- 
cision of Dr. de Monasterys, to offer too large a loophole 
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of excuse for crime and evil-dealing on the score ot an 
indigenous impulsion, which, like a complexion hue or a 
broken limb, might never be overcome. A great part of 
the clever exposition was devoted to the proposition of 
propensity as the outcome of evolution, and also of pro- 
pensity as the result of progenital accident or taint. On 
this point, Sir James Vivash was emphatic and con- 
vincing to all but a biassed mind. Hugh de Monasterys 
found him most engrossing here, because the surgeon's 
incisive clear words and arguments imperceptibly joined 
and carried on the formation of his new idea. The re- 
maining printed matter on the table might await the 
censorial fiat of his ecclesiastical inferior. The bishop 
followed his new idea into tangible shape and definite 
formation through those thick vellum leaves until it rose 
concrete in its irrefutable dimensions, a phantom adum- 
bration of an established fact, vouched for by the late Sur- 
geon-General of the English Military Executive in India. 
A respectful tap sounded on the library door. Dr. 
de Monasterys raised his head with a strange, acrid smile 
upon his stem features, and struck his bell. To an 
emotional mind the gesture which moved that spare bony 
hand upon the gong might have been the signal for the 
damnation of a pre-judged soul. Hugh de Monasterys 
was no more emotional than was the Dominican Chief of 
the Inquisition — ^the mediaeval recreant's <* Father in 
God!" He held between the leathern bindings of Sir 
James Vivash's treatise on the Physical laws of Morality, 
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a case against the man who had so outraged his self-esteem 
aSfto tentatively win his suffrage against his judgment, the 
counts of which, in his mind, were already certain and 
incontrovertible. 

Contentious opinion and dialectical tendency were be- 
littled beside a single adducement, and the bishop was 
well satisfied to believe implicitly and to admit without 
question or cavil an actual example which substantiated 
a notion and solidified it into a conviction. 

A clerical secretary entered bearing a visiting card. 
The bishop glanced at it — ^raised his eyebrows — and bent 
his head. The priest retired obsequiously and silently, 
and presently returned to usher a lady into the episcopal 
presence — placed a seat ready — and again retired ; closing 
the door with a reverential air. 

A strong odour of attar of roses mingled with the musty, 
sparse smell in the bishop's room; and a silken rustle 
accompanied the movements of the bundle of velvet and 
furs who knelt momentarily to salute the sacerdotal ring. 

She got up and carelessly pushing aside the soft white 
tulle which shaded her £ace, waited, with a certain show 
of impatience for Dr. de Monasterys to speak. 

His keen eyes fell on the beautiful face of his visitor 
with an utter lack of sentimental appreciation, and an in- 
vestigation penetrating superficialities,— fair skin, beseech- 
ing eyes or golden hair clusters I He spoke in his custo- 
mary cold tone, motioning slightly in the direction of the 
chair. 
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** Welly my child I What trouble brings jrou to me ? " 

She refused to sit down and stood before him, twisting 
and winding her cambric handkerchief into a string with 
strong passionate fingers. 

** I can tell you my trouble better — standing," she said, 
"and God knows I may have to kneel. How many 
months it is since I came to see you ? '* 

« I make no count of time with those who seek my 
consolation and advice, my child.*' 

His visitor tossed her head with a short sharp con- 
temptuous laugh. 

'< It is more than a year my lord ! and I have made 
no account of time either though I have ravaged each 
twenty-four hours to find forty-eight I have encountered 
the World and I have cohquered it I have encountered 
the Flesh and I have suffered and — I have encountered 
the Devil and — ^he has conquered me." 

" No unusual thing," remarked the Bishop drily, " the 
marvel would be if he had noL In what male form has 
he assaulted and carried your citadel ? Nay, my child," 
Hugh raised his hand, " I do not ask that, neither — ^if 
you have erred. But I think I know you well enough to 
be sure you would not come to me unless you had need 
of solace. Therefore tell me your own share — sparing 
your accomplice. 

She tore the fragile cambric between her fingers. 

** He has not sinned I " she said hardly through closed 
teeth, "/ should have conquered, if he had, my 
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lord. Is it criminal to love a man — ^to love him with 
a passionate intensity and concentration which bum up 
all interest and reason. Which love — denied — ^un- 
satisfied — ^tums on one's-self and stings and seethes into 
one's soul like the fire of hell — ^which turns the wretch who 
suffers its tortures firom a warm-blooded woman to a devil, 
like the beautiful soulless fiend who incarnated it ? " 

Beautiful^ soulless fiend ! 

The £Eunt tinge of heightened interest pulsed in the 
pallid cheek of Hugh de Monasterys. 

" Sexual love is the pleasure — the misery — ^the progress 
and the curse of the world/' he observed quietly," and 
in your case I should think it has passed the pleasant 
and miserable stage. It cannot be progressional if the 
man is irresponsive, and I should be inclined to say that, 
with you, my poor child, it is not only a curse but a 
disease. But you must be more explicit, or I cannot 
help you." 

Slowly she threw off her sable wrappings and letting 
them fall upon the chair which the attendant priest had 
placed, she sat down, and in a hard low voice, with 
unflinching eyes and tightly clasped hands, Diana Gautrey 
confessed the strength and weakness of her infatuation 
for Damian Gier, speaking for the first time, in her 
laconic recital, with a shudder of recall, of the awful 
distortion which had offered her an uncaught clue to the 
mystery of his being. 

No evidence of a strong and sudden emotion betrayed 
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itself between the fingers with which the bishop covered 
his face during her confidence and only a tightening 
clench of the hand lying upon the table showed the 
impress of her fearful remembrance. 

She went on to say how she had since lived in a lurid, 
unreal, almost ghost ridden atmosphere. 

" I cannot get rid of him night or day," she affirmed, 
''he is there — always there." She flung up her hand 
with her sharp laugh. '' Over your shoulder now^ I can 
see those shifting lights with their terrorizing black 
points. When Brandon Quernham tells me he loves 
me, I hear the smooth and musical voice of his greatest 
friend. He has asked me to marry him, and through 
the position of the wife of the Envoy of Gilzerat I see 
the collateral association of Damian Gier." 

She leaned forward and spoke with forcible quiet. 

" He told me woman's love was not his — that ther^ was 
no Christ for him — no redemption ! If that is so, well. There 
shall be no Christ for me neither, but, if I hear of a 
woman winning that — ^which is denied to me, I shall — ^kill 
her I Can you, priest, lift this enchantment ? Can 
you, father of the Faithful ! — show me where I can find 
comfort in your nebulous spiritism ? What must I do 7 
Be contrite and fight it down, say you. Hugh de 
Monasterys, did you ever love? and if you did, can you 
live again that sense-driven time ? You have the face of 
a man who in youth had felt like your neighbours and who 
from force of conviction had wrenched your feelings from 
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you and flung them by the way as carnal ofiFal. Think of 
what you were before you passed through that dry desert of 
hard theology which landed you upon the peak of unsus- 
ceptibility and pity me as a weak, nerveless, impulsive 
woman. Brandon Quernham has asked me to marry 
him. I have told you so. He wants my answer to-day. 
What shall I say ? " 

There was no outward indication upon the stem face 
when Hugh removed his hand and looked at Diana 
Gautrey, that she had twanged a lost chord of a youthful 
phantasy, long trampled and despised. What impression 
her stormy words may have made, tended to harden its 
angular lines, by reminding him of natural proclivity long 
ago crushed and blasted. When he spoke, his chilly 
words dammed and caught the torrent of her passion 

with the cold force of an ice floe. 

« 

" You talk the materialist cant of the world you tell me 
you have conquered, the world that has pampered your 
vanity, and pandered to your faults and weaknesses, the 
rational world which despises the meeds of religion as 
inadequate to meet the needs of life. The world which 
wallowing in the sink of its own abomination finds its own 
laws unable to cope with its poorest cases. It is those 
vain illusions, Diana Gautrey, which have brought you 
here. It is that pampering and indulgence which have 
knitted a whip from your own sinful predisposition and 
placed it in the strong hand of a — Vampire ! The rush 
for excitement, the luxury of idleness, is the bane of the 
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women of our land. You tell me Brandon Quemham 
has asked you to be his wife ! I have met him and I have 
heard of him, and long-tongued gossip has nothing to his 
discredit. A woman's place is in a religious house or the 
home of a good man. Say " yes " to Brandon Quemham. 

<* She slowly took up the cloak upon her chair and as 
slowly, put it on, then said, in a slurring doubtful voice : — 

"Will it — lift — this — horror^ if I become Brandon 
Quemham's wife. I do not love him. Shall I learn to? " 

The bishop's acrid smile pointed her question and his 
tone was almost contemptuous : 

" Nature shows you the way to that, if you follow her. 
Love is mirage ! Marriage is the practical application of 
God's progressional economy. Make Brandon Quem- 
ham happy and you will be happy yourself." 

She pulled down the tulle with a tug which tore it and 
bit her ripe lip until those sharp pearls drew its blood, but 
she said no further word. 

A noise in the corridor outside his door attracted the 
attention of Dr. de Monasterys momentarily from Miss 
Gautrey. A whispered conference — ^the former timid, 
reverential knock followed by a rap which was neither 
timid nor reverential — ^an imperious demand for admit- 
tance not new to Hugh. 

The unusual beat again stirred in his slow cheek and 
he, himself, crossed his room and opened the door, to be 
met by a clear voice. 

" Ah ! There you are, Uncle Hugh I Father Craven 
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here said you were engaged, and with Miss Gautrey. I 
want to know Miss Gautrey. I have heard Lady 
Quemham speak of her. May I come in ? " 

Scarcely waiting for the bishop's permission, she 
entered, and Diana Gautrey and Tristren de Monasterys 
faced each other, and even Hugh, slow to observe as he 
was, felt constrained to mutter almost audibly, " When 
two sides of a circle meet, those women will be friends." 
• • • • • 

Ten minutes later the obsequious Father Craven con- 
ducted Miss Gautrey from the episcopal presence, and 
three-quarters of an hour later Miss de Monasterys left 
with a quick step, a brightened eye, and a flush which 
lent an unaccustomed character to her subtle attraction. 

When again the bishop's gong sounded, Father 
Craven found him pacing his chamber from end to end 
with nervous and uncertain steps. He looked up and 
spoke with the asperity of mental discomposure. 

" Bid Canon Grainger be in readiness to attend me to- 
night. I am going to the Philomathic Society's banquet." 
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XXI 

Formalities were over. The speeches had been spoken 
with more or less indifferent elocution and distinctive 
diffidence. The toasts they proposed and acknowledged 
had been drunk with more or less enthusiasm — generally 
more — ^and the genial ruddy faced chairman had managed 
so to diffuse his own atmosphere of good humour about 
this select masculine assembly as to envelop its re- 
presentative congregation of the services, arts, sciences 
and letters in a nicotinic haze of fraternity. 

At the eleventh hour, when people began to think he 
would not come, Sir Damian Gier had taken the place 
reserved for him at this banquet — and once more his 
associates were enabled, as he unwound and metap- 
horically descended into their midst, to appreciate the 
hitherto unsuspected social charm of his enigmatic 
personality. 

Hugh de Monasterys sat within sight and hearing of 
him, close to Sir James Vivash and in watchful silence 
he remarked, with a tightening of his thin lips and a cold 
gleam of assurance in his frigid grey eyes, that this sur- 
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prising metamorphosis of manner and habit in the 
baronet produced a queer expression of mixed surprise and 
pleasure, with a latent soupfon of professional interest, in 
the round rubicund face of the surgeon. 

Dr. de Monasterys leaned forward and spoke to Sir 
James in such a way as to ensure his speech reaching its 
object alone : 

" Sir James ! I was to-day reading your new book on 
the Analysis of Moral I May I congratulate you upon 
its convincing hypotheses 7 " 

Sir James Vivash started out of a train of thought upon 
which the duties of his immediate position had been 
shunted in the observation of his friend's new develope- 
ment, and replied cheerily : 

" I am very much obliged to you, my lord, but I 
assure you that the opinions set down in that volume are 
not entirely hypothetical. They are the result of five 
and thirty years close study of human and moral nature 
and most of the theories are illustrated by examples 
taken from my practical observation and personal 
experience, sufficient to, at least, prove their rule." 

Sir James Vivash, like most people, had a great 
respect for the bishop, and he sidled his chair closer to 
his, and touched the purple-bound sleeve with the tip of 
his finger. 

Dr. de Monasterys bent his head. 

** Its claims to consideration are unquestionable and 
much thought would be necessary before attemptmg to 
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refute any of its views. Your observations, I take it, 
were mostly made abroad — ^in Asia ? " 

** In the four quarters of the globe, my lord ! Like 
Artemus Ward's, and my old friend Gier yonder, I have 
* journeyed some,* you know." 

Again the bishop bent his head and allowed the 
rigid comers of his mouth to curl slightly. 

""Many of your examples are taken from India,*' he 
said. 

"Oh yes," answered the Surgeon. "You see India 
is such a cosmopolitan place— ethnologically. You find 
traces of every people who ever existed in the tribes of 
Southern Asia. The Aryan swarm did that for us. A 
splash of white means so much in a race, you know. It 
brings with it endless consequences." 

"Ye-esI" Hugh spoke slowly. "There is one of 
your chapters which enthralled me. It is ' Trait as a 
result of Evolution,' and in it you deal with blood taint — 
its cause and eradiction and you quote an example of a 
woman who came under your hands as a patient, a 
woman who, while pregnant, was startled by a pan- 
ther " 

Sir James's finger again pressed the violet-edged sleeve, 
and he lowered his voice to a wheezy whisper and 
finished the sentence quickly and decidedly — 

— *' and whose son was bom one of the most beautiful 
beings I have ever set eyes on, but with an unquestion- 
ably mixed nature. Yes. That case has been directly 
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under my observation for more than thirty years. During 
the first fifteen the boy showed very few indications of an 
abnormal temperament, and what indications a speculative 
or superficial observer might have noted, seemed to work 
inversely hut, as he reached puberty, the graft showed plainly 
and emphatically, in his moral conformation. Yes, the 
case is a current fact. The man is — ^hush ! Hello, 
Quemham I I havn't been able to speak to you to-night." 

Brandon Quemham beamed a welcome upon an old 
friend. He was in a peculiarly good humour and shook 
the bishop's hand with a painftd force of gratitude : 

** Vm so much obliged to you, Dr. de Monasterys," he 
said. '< Di told me that she seeks your advice on most 
momentous matters (I suppose women always will run 
after priests) and you gave her an opinion which was 
greatly to my advantage. Thank you so much. We are 
to be married just after Christmas, before I start." 

A soft cynical voice broke in : 

" What are you thanking him for ? He doesn't know 
what he is doing, and neither do you. Thank him in five 
years' time. If you feel grateful then, he'll know that his 
advice was good. What is the matter, Sir James ? You 
look as if my interruption had disturbed you." 

The deepened hue of Sir James's £ace shifted uneasily ; 
for one seldom likes the subject of one's muttered dialogue 
to suddenly join in the conversation. He aptly bridged 
the difficulty. 

" I was thinking how pleased I was to see the happy 

N 
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effect which your sojourn m England has had on you, Sir 
Damiani" he said. ''I have never seen you shine togreater 
advantage and I have never seen you looking better." 

Damian Gier's eyes turned on Sir James with a cold 
glance of distrust and radical dislike and he said icily : 

" I am pleased you think I am improving,*' and turned 
to hear Brandon's comment on his Machiavellian remark. 
Brandon's humour this night however was so high that 
even Damian's cold douche had little effect. He tucked 
his arm in his friend's and said ; 

" Oh ! you are beastly, Dame ! I think you delight in 
making folks uncomfortable. Why should you say that ? " 

Damian spoke quietly. 

" Dr. de Monasterys has practically arranged that you 
shall take Miss Gautrey to Gilzerat. I have warned you 
not to do so. At the end of your term of office you can 
laugh at me and thank him. That is all." 

''I believe if you had your way you would wipe 
women out of everything." 

Damian laughed and turned away with him. 

" Perhaps ! All but one— all but two ! There's Rarie I 
Come and talked to him." 

They strolled away and the bishop looked after them — 
then turned to the surgeon : 

" You have known Sir Damian Gier for a long time ? " 
he said. 

''Since his birth," responded Sir James— a trifle 
shortly. Dr. de Monasterys continued suavely : 
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" He was bom in India I believe.*' 

** Yes," acceded Sir James, obviously casting about in 
in his mind for a pretext to change the subject. But 
Hugh was persistent. 

<' His mother died in giving him birth, and his father, 
in after years, retired to the Monastery of La Trappe in 
consequence of what he considered to be certain mani- 
festations of the Divine anger shown to him peculiarly 
at that time." 

" I have heard that be did," said Sir James testily. 
" Very ridiculous of him ! He had much better have 
faced it and attained the engineering place that was wait- 
ing for him. He worked out the Trichinopoly railway 
scheme and the great Delta canal! There were un- 
dreamed-of possibilities in him. With his brains and his 
money — he might have carved up the earth. But he 
was always a morbid ass 1 " 

The topic was evidently distasteful to Sir James. He 
pufifed his dgar in fierce recollective pu£&, and Hugh de 
Monasterys, with his cold mouth hardening in displeasure 
at the worldling's material view of Richard Gier's peni- 
tential sacrifice, spoke slowly — decisively, and in a tone 
calculated to reached Sir James's ear alone : 

" Sir James ! Am I right in supposing yonder result 
of his marriage with EUinor Stapleton to be the case 
which has been so directly under your observation for 
more than thirty years ? '* 

Sir James moved sharply away from the bishop and 
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stared at him with his red face mottling into a surprised 
pallor. 

" W — what on earth put that idea into your head ? " he 
demanded. 

" Am I not right in my surmise ? " asked the bishop 
smoothly. 

" Er — ^well — ^perhaps you may be — ^but — " 

"Am I not right in my surmise?" asked Hugh, in 
precisely the same tone as before. " Yes— or no, Sir 
James." 

« Yes-but— " 

The bishop's lips curled. 

" Priests may be as good synthesists as Doctors," he 
interrupted. ** One more question and I have done — for 
to-night. You say the— disaster — ^which you recapitulate 
at length in your book — attacked his moral conformation. 
I can understand what you mean. Suppose that beauti- 
ful monster talking to Everard Gier over there — 
married ! What would be the result ? " 

The surgeon replied with a decisive emphasis putting 
a period to the discussion : 

'< The result of such a supposition will not bear con- 
templation, my lord. I am glad to think that Nature's 
just although sometimes unequal dispensation — has, as 
fEu: as one can judge, pretty certainly obviated such an 
alarming contingency. The * beautiful monster ' as you 
term him, is again looking this way and his ears are 
sharper than mine or yours. Shall we change the subject ?" 
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XXII 

On the twenty-third of December Tristren de 
Monasterys sat once more alone in her own room. Re- 
clining in her father's favourite wide deep chair with her 
head leaning upon its cushioned back and her hands 
listlessly lying in her lap in uncustomary idleness. 

The faint smile curling her small, thin-lipped mouth 
revealing a glimpse of even, pearly teeth, suggested 
pleasant thoughts, and the slight pink beneath the ivory 
skin indicated the subjective character of the dream and 
an unwillingness to share it. 

The few people who came in contact with Tristren 
wondered vaguely at the improvement in her almost weird 
attractiveness. What tended to make her eyes more 
luminous and her lips readier to part in that winsome 
smile 7 She was brighter too and the acuteness of her 
grief for her father was softening beneath this beautiful 
new colouring over her life's page— which was being 
daily laid there by the strong white hand of Damian Gien 

It is the bane of these unsuspected links bonding two 
worlds or states of being to be prescient, and there were 
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times when Tristren slowly pondered on the probable 
length and extent of her present happiness and, with a 
painful boding, anticipated its termination. 

This shadow fell on her, invariably, from the idea of 
Hugh. With her usual straight-forwardness she had 
gone to him and had told him of her love for Damian 
Gier — of his love for her, and Uncle Hugh's reception of 
these tidings had been remarkable. 

She had expected an acrid ebullition of wrathful dis- 
fovour with no sympathy for her feelings or commenda- 
tion or goodwill for her choice, but the bishop had 
designated her behaviour as the hand of the Lord laid 
heavily upon her father for his sinful neologism I He had 
stigmatised that effulgence which had enveloped her dull 
existence in a life-giving light, as the demerit of his 
brother's crime 1 He received the intelligence of her 
intentions with a cold lack of emotion carrying in its 
indifference a warning to Tristren, 

Uncle Hugh meant mischief I and at present the sole 
bitter drop in Tristren's cup was Uncle Hugh's promised 
visit to Culver Hall. 

" He'll part us if he can," she murmured. « He'll shut 
me up in Godstow and say I'm mad, as he said of darling 
daddie, when he wouldn't be put in the ground to rot, but 
preferred the disposal of the great men of old time. He'll 
break my heart and drive Damian to the desperation of 
despair and think he's doing his duty. I wonder what 
Damian would do — ^if — anything — happened — and I was 
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not there to curb that splendid strength I I hope Uncle 
Hugh will not make him angry I Damian's rage might 
be grand — and — not nicfi — ^if I were not by to curb and 
hold it." 

She apostrophized her absent lover. 

** Dear heart of me, you have come through the time 
cycles and you are mine in defiance of a thousand Uncle 
Hughs, something of me as I am something of you! 
Without me you are a ship without a rudder, a body 
without a soul I " 

It was this contemplation of her power which evoked 
the smile and the limp attitude, but the sensitive mouth 
closed again as Tristren's thought gathered up another 
mental tag, and she cogitated as to the probable reason 
of a certain present inconsequence in Damian's own 
manner, a variableness of mood which she had remarked 
since the Philomathic dinner, a week ago. With charac- 
teristic directness she had taxed him as to its cause and 
had been met inadequately, and answered by one of 
his curious, pliant caresses, as an unconvincing dis- 
claimer. 

" There is something on your mind I What is it ? tell 
me I" she had said. But Damian had slipped out of it 
somehow and Tristren vaguely and with no apparent 
reason but her own instinct, connected this behaviour 
with her premonition and also with an unwonted sadness 
which gathered occasionally upon Lady Quemham's 
gentle £ace, a sadness which Tristren had primarily 
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attributed to Brandon's imminent departure, and perhaps 
in part to his marriage, for since her slight acquaintance 
with her, the foresight of Miss de Monasterys had been 
inclined to regard Brandom Quemham's union with 
Diana Gautrey as a game of chance : 

" If he is her fancy— well," she commented " if not ! I 
wouldn't give much for it. She's not a wise woman ! 
and if they're happy it will be more luck than judgment ! 
Despite the accepted opinion concerning him, I would 
rather be helpless at the tender mercies of Damian Gier 
than at Brandom Quemham's, in stormy times." 

So Tristren dismissed the approaching ceremony and 
resolved, as she sat in her father's chair to insist upon 
Damian telling her what troubled him and, her mind told 
her. Lady Quemham also. 

Having thus concluded Tristren roused herself and set 
about investigating a pile of correspondence which lay 
upon her table, for Miss de Monasterys as the daughter 
and niece of noted scholars and philanthropists, as the 
administratrix of the former and the charitable coadjutor 
of the latter, had many objects of solicitude and much 
exterior occupation outside the dark old mansion. 

A neatly packed parcel attracted her attention. It 
looked like a book, and Tristren left the rest, to cut the 
strings and break the seals which bound it, purple seals 
bearing impress of a tasselled episcopal hat which she 
knew well enough. Slowly she opened her knife to sever 
the twine, lagging with an indefinite wonder as to the 
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reason of its coming, for the volume was heavy, large, and 
boimd as publishing firms bind lasting classics, mth no 
ephemeral gaudiness to attract for the moment. 

When she saw the title and signature Tristren won- 
dered more why Hugh should send her a book which, to 
his precise reasoning, must be one he would be inclined 
to prevent her reading, from the breadth and consequent 
moral danger of its views. Having mastered its name, 
and that of its author, she gently flirted the leaves to see 
if any one contained a marked passage, and was rewarded 
by finding in the middle of its thick pages a heavy, 
decided, black-lead pencil line drawn beside one long 
paragraph. Inserted also, into this sheet, caught by it^ 
folding flap of which the torn edges and broken wax 
showed it to be a letter received by the bishop— was a 
large pale blue envelope enclosing a lengthy com- 
munication. 

Tristren took it from the book in an ever deepening 
wonder and now with an indefinable fear closing round 
her heart with a strange cold grip — loose ; as with inert 
fingers she unwillingly drew the letter from its cover: 
and tightening— oh ! how sensibly and palpably ! — as her 
eyes fell on the paragraph heading and her quick brain 
intuited gradually its horrible meaning. 

" Why has he sent me this ? " she muttered with 
blanching lips and a queer feeling of internal shrivelling. 
" What does it mean ? " 

In his illustration Sir James Vivash had used his own 
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words to Hugh de Monasterys: — '' He was born one of 
the most beautiful beings I have ever seen, but with an 
unquestionably mixed nature.'* 

To an habitual deducer, the strange personality of 
Damian Gier and the subject of the surgeon's illustra- 
tion squared well enough to suggest a synonym. The 
precisioui the professional unction of the writer maddened 
Tristren by its unintentional cruelty. He set forth in 
this carefully considered mass of observation and practi- 
cal experience the physical causes and proofe positive of 
those peculiarities about her lover which had puzzled 
her since his intrusion into her life — ^that life welded now 
in his — bound up in its strongest fibres and fused with — 
a monstrosity — ^the sport of Nature. 

The heartless black line marking out the damning 
evidence against him was sufficient indication of Uncle 
Hugh's knowledge. Besides, Htigh de Monasterys 
made no assertion on mere assumption. What he 
affirmed he believed by an analysis making the dogma — 
to him— good and conclusive. She felt sure that the blue 
letter contained no palliation, no merciful antidote I If 
it had, Uncle Hugh would not have sent it I She tore it 
from its cover, with the feeling that a ball was rising in 
her throat and that a torrent was rushing in her brain 
and surging through her eyes and ears. This was not 
the dull, numbed sensation which came with the passing 
of her fieither. There was no gentle feeling of grief or 
pure sorrow here 1 the passive sense of loss felt by the 
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guileless child deprived of its friend and protector. 
Through those accursed blue pages, Tristren de Monas- 
terys confronted Twisted Nature I God deformed 1 
Abortive beauty I A crippled soul I Hopeless I Cursed ! 
An outcast whom there could be no saving I Verily this 
semblance of a man !— this thing without a name ! — ^had 
sucked her life blood and drained the very heart of her. 
She loved him ! She loved him ! She loved him ! and 
in the callous little scribble de&cing that paper it was 
plainly set forth with hideous accuracy that love with 
him meant — madness— <fea^/i / 

She rose with the surgeon's missive in her hand, with 
a formless, vague idea of seeking air. Her hand fluttered 
uneasily to her bursting head and she made two unsteady 
steps towards the middle of the room, where she fell 
prone, with the crumpled letter in her hand and the 
chalice of sorrow mercifully drawn away. 
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XXIII 

^* If Fate takes up and proves my thesis^ don't attempt to 
prevent it^ Hugh \ " 

In vain did Hugh de Monasterys endeavour to justify 
his course of action to himself — to that accusing inner 
ego, the reflex of assimilated authorities and ideas which 
we call 'conscience.' For the first time the inevitable 
result of his life's mental and bodily rearing and his 
beliefs — self-righteousness — failed him. In vain did he 
seek to convince that inner ego that his dead brother's 
argument was the eccentric figment of a sick man's 
fancy, and as such should be set aside— that stem 
measures were best with strong wills — ^that Fact met 
obstinacy — and gentle dealing and persuasive argument 
were misplaced. Somehow his drasticism recoiled upon 
himself and he anticipated, with an apprehension 
entirely novel in his life experience, the upcome of his 
action. 

He sat once more in his library, and again he was 
unable to fix his attention on immediate matters. The 
punishment of Richard Gier shadowed him and his, and 
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the conscience of Hugh de Monasterys was at grave 
issue with his casuistry. 

*^ He is the best operator who cuts quickly and 
deeply," he muttered, ** the thing is madness : the end is 
Death ! I have done right." 

But this reasoning produced its antinomy. 

" In spite of the medical opinion which is given frankly 
hypothetically and a priori, the thing may not be mad- 
ness and the end may be Life! you have acted pre- 
cipitately — 3Sid—yau know the woman^ and James Vivash 
does not." 

In truth among the dark shadows of that musty room 
lurked tormenting ghosts — ghouls which raked up possi- 
bilities to fly at Hugh's convictions in an uncomfortably 
new fashion. 

'' A woman cannot mend or cure a physical aggregate 
radically marred," he urged. ''The case is abnormal, 
and my course is right." 

" You cannot tell what mission lies to the hand of such 
a woman as Tristren," whispered the still small voice. 
'' Her father, in his broad wisdom, predicted and pro- 
phesied this thing. Remember ! 

/ know ! else I would not commit my only child to the care 
of Everard Gier for the sake of the salvation of his nephew — 
Damian Gier ! " 

Admit that this predication and prophecy are large 
assets in your bias and behaviour. 

" Those are the wotnen who are Nature's hypnotists, and if 
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thiy are goodf as Rente is goad, they are Naiure^s Ex&reists I " 

What want you with bell, book, and candle, asperges 
and chrism ? What God hath joined, let no noan sunder I 
This has nothing to do with your much abused rite. It 
requires no ceremony of ratification I It is Divine 
selection — a law of unification and compensation which 
admits no defence and hurls its transgressors into an 
abyss of eternal remorse. 

Doctors are £sdlible, and in the letter of which Hugh 
had made such stringent use James Vivash set forth 
without equivoque his unreserved opinion as to the 
operative share which Alison Quemham had had in the 
mental strength of her foster son. One sentence too, the 
sentence which closed the epistle shone out to Hugh's 
memory with disconcerting distinctness. 

" You ask me what would be the result of marriage 
with Damian Gier ! I have answered you in accordance 
with my knowledge of him, and my deductions of his 
case and supposing him to be capable of the average 
physical intensity of feeling called forth by such occasion. 

But, bear in mind, his case is unique, and my judge- 
ment though based on the study of a life-time is neces- 
sarily supposititious, and no one could give a strictly 
conclusive opinion on such a matter, as mere theory, 
or without thorough inquiry and grave consideration." 

And Hugh had left the woman who loved Damian 
Gier, to make the 'thorough inquiry* and 'give the 
requisite grave consideration * and his conscience told him 
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with an emphasis not be denied or smothered by sophistry 
that he had done wrong. 

Wherefore did the unsuspected phantasmagoria of 
speculation trouble him exceedingly. He pushed aside 
the breviary which lay to his hand and abandoned his 
oratory. Of what use were appeals to his Master when 
in his last action he had trampled His doctrine and ignored 
His perpetual precept of Charity — Forbearance? No 
curial ratiocination could gainsay this, and no argument 
could make the sanctimi sanctorum of Hugh de Monas- 
terys, on that snowy December night, other than a 
temple of disquiet. By a single action he had turned 
his haven of rest and repose into an annexe of the Inferno. 

As the shadows fell, his attendant lit the candles on his 
table, but, in obedience, left the rest of the large room 
dim, for Hugh, with a curious inconsistency and with 
an obstinate desire for victory over himself— over the 
emanations of his own weakness — sat still with tightened 
lips and hardened face, battling in immovable silence 
with the strange, overshadowed feeling which had afflicted 
him, in a more or less degree, ever since his first direct 
conmiunication with Damian Gier, and which to-night let 
loose its forces in strong battalions to scare and conquer 
his inflexible heart. 

How long he sat there — motionless — su£fering — ^he 
could not tell. His dead brother's sentence rating 
Tristren at her value^he knewp — recurred with never 
ceasing emphasis. 
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The experience of that long dark hour almost convinced 
Hugh, against his time honoured judgment, of the 
truth and justice of Gerard's theory of the egoistic re- 
sponsibility of man and his importance as a space con- 
dition. Surely hell can exist in man and no objective 
horrors of fire and torture can sear and punish like the 
agonies of a bitter recollection of a rash and irrevocable 
action. 

Slowly the yellow candles guttered long in their wicks, 
and with lurid spiral flame, threw'grotesque forms in black 
relief upon the antique carving of the tall cabinets and 
book-shelves. The falling snow without deadened all 
life association, and Nature herself shut the bishop up in a 
shroud of perplexity. 

The dropping ashes from the grate which had pointed 
the course of time, ceased as the fire went out and left 
the large hearth in comfortless darkness. The growing 
wind swept in eddies round the big room, creeping in at 
imseen nooks of the old masonry of the house and sport- 
ing, in demoralizing draught, with the steady light of the 
candles. 

This last disturbance roused the bishop and he glanced 
round irritably to see the cause of the discomfort in the 
possibly open door or the removal of the screen which 
masked it. 

He looked, leabed forwardi and peered closer into the 
gloom. 

Surely he was not alone I 
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The wind rush ceased I the door was shut I and from 
the screen came slowly towards Hugh's chair, the last 
man in the world he would then have wished to see, the 
man he had, in stem disregard and impatience of extenu- 
ating circumstance, wronged — the creature whom his 
sense of duty perchance had lost — Damian Gier. 

The bishop rose, with perfunctory action in the 
quickened sense of unsafety, but with the tardy movement 
of an unspeakable fear, for the being who now confronted 
him differed so greatly from the captivating presentment 
which he had found so irresistable, that Hugh's heart fell 
stricken with a strange emotion of inertia. 

The lithe slurring noiseless step bringing his visitor 
near— the reddened eyes — ^the glittering £Emg-like teeth, 
from which the shapely lips writhed as those deadly 
magnets fixed their foe. This inunediate knowledge of 
the fiend his action had raised — a fiend knowing no power 
to spare in its plenitude of ferocity —these visible and mental 
appearances brought the bishop's vital agencies to the 
sudden standstill of fascinated terror, a terror incapable 
of action or aid. He could but sink back into his chair 
with an inarticulate guttural as Damian Gier bent over 
him and he felt the intruder's hot, short, caught breath 
close to his face. 

The ruthless, muscular hand closed round his arm, and 
with swift and easy action, as one would raise a puppet, 
dragged the prelate from his chair and set him again pn 
his feet. Hugh essayed to form a help-bringing word 



194 THE REDEMPTION OF 

but that low bestial snarl froze the articulation on his 
tongue. He could not move ! He could not speak 1 He 
could only watch the ugly working of the strong master- 
ful accursed £ace which the candles threw into gruesome 
relief. He could only listen with a dread desire for some 
show of humanity — ^for what reproaches or threats might 
come. 

His heart beat again with a sense of relaxed ten- 
sion when the uneven breathing shaped itself into a 
sound other than that miserable cry. The voice was 
choked, hoarse, unlike Damian Gier*s — ^but at least it 
was man and not brute. 

'* Priest I Does your creed justify murder ? '* 

The query pulled Hugh de Monasterys together and 
the minute of horror passed sufficiently for him to regain 
the use of his faculties. 

Mj — I — don't — understand! What do you mean? 
What do you do here? — unannounced — unexpected." 

Damian Gier towered above the tall figure of the 
bishop and looked down upon him with a dislike monish- 
ing imminent danger. He stepped back a pace and 
thrust under Hugh's eyes a jaggedly torn printed page 
and a bluish opened letter. 

'' Do you understand these ? Do you know what they 
mean ? They have brought me here ? — ^unannounced — ^un- 
expected — ^maddened by the frenzy of despair I Do you 
think I can curb it ? Do you think I will ? Wretched 
coward I Do you think that rampant " I " of me will 
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drop its prey — ^you ! ytm I I asked you if you justified 
murder I These rags have killed lur^ 

Again Hugh fell back, muttering with blanching lips. 

" No, no, it is not true ! I have not done that I It 
was best to let her know." 

Damian Gier bent over him. 

" Why did you send these to her ? Answer me quickly ! 
Talk to me I speak! or I cannot hold it! Old man! 
Don't look at me with imbecile fear or by the God who 
made us both you'll face Him before your time I Why 
did you send these things to tut ? " 

Once more the strong grip seized the bishop and shook 
him as a nurse shakes a wilful child. He still faltered 
faintly — 

<' It was best." 

The merciless hand flung him back upon the leather, 
and Damian Gier crumpling the fatal papers threw them 
upon the table with a sweep more powerful than the 
eddying wind, for it extinguished both the candles, and 
the stricken priest uttered an apprehensive moan as he 
found himself alone in the darkness with — this I 

He could hear no sound save those convulsive clipped 
sentences — ^that panting breath, and if Hugh de Monas- 
terys wanted an illustration of the hell of the Felt and 
Unseen — ^he had it I 

A sharp hard laugh stabbed the blackness of the 
night 

*< It is best ! " muttered Damian, '< it is best for her to 



196 THE REDEMPTION OF 

lie with death than with me ! Better to kill her than to 
give her to me. Hugh de Monasterys I listen ! Heed 
well what I say ! It is the last time you will hear my 
voice ! In the Name of Him you profess to serve don't 
lie there shaking like a crawling thing 1 Treat with the 
man in me or still by your God they who search for 
you shall seek in that bottomless pit you prate of — for 
surely, surely this one thing should damn you to its 
deeps. Listen I " 

<*I — hear — ^you." Hugh set up and tried to steady 
his voice. 

With a labour showing the dread conflict betwixt the 
will and the propensity seething mthin him Damian 
Gier went on — ^mastering that terrible hidden foe with 
difficulty and in painful slow distinctness. 

'< You must pay a long price for your victory I Let it 
content you to know that you have won I It is for that 
price I spare you now. There is knowledge that is 
Power ! There is knowledge that is Doom I Mark me I 
If she had come to me in the full trust of her whole love, 
she would have been safe — and — I — saved. Now ! you 
have conquered I and — in thirty-six hours you shall pay I " 

The flash of a ludfer match illumined the ghastly, 
grey, lost face, abruptly becalmed by a might more 
awful than its passion. 

The tiny flare died — ^the room door opened and closed. 

Damian Gier was gone. 
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An hour later, the bishop's attendant was summoned to 
replenish the fire, and to re-kindle the lights, and to sub- 
mit, together with his sacerdotal superiors, to a severe 
rebuke and examination for and as to the direct rule in- 
fringement of the prelatic household in the unannounced 
admittance of Hugh's late visitor. 

Sir Damian Gier had made no secret of his name or 
errand. He had come in a brougham, which had taken 
him away and he had expressed his desire to see Dr. de 
Monasterys. His business was urgent and private. His 
name, his manner, as usual, carried his point, and in some 
inexplicable fashion, for which the clerical attendants on 
the bishop could not account, the lapse of customary 
ceremony occurred. 

His subordinates submitted in silence to the blame 
attaching to them and noticed nothing peculiar or unusual 
about Hugh, save perhaps that his pale fs^ce was a shade 
paler than habit, and his hard metallic voice, harder and 
more metallic. 

Far in the night as it was, he dispatched a messenger 
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to his niece's house to inquire into the state of her health 
and paced his room alone in a wretched inward un- 
certainty whose outward form, in pride, he would not have 
shown to the people about him, for the world. 

During the absence of his messenger and this solitary 
suspense, he attempted to face a strange thing, a thing 
almost more disconcerting than the weird exposition of 
passion and conflict with tentative nature shown to him 
the previous hour. 

In the darkness, before he had demanded light he had 
tried to £ace it, to convince himself that this ebullition in 
itself had proved the wisdom of his course concerning his 
niece, that he had narrowly escaped annihilation by a 
physiological antic, lashed to fury by the mockery of 
humanity. He tried to reason, to think, to convince 
himself of his own justice, and he could not do it 
Damian Gier's last sentence n^atived the whole : 

" In ihifty-six hours you shall pay, *^ 

It was windy threat! Blu£fl and the uncanny im- 
pression left upon Hugh's mind was imaginary, yet it 
returned again and again with a persistence defying his 
reason. 

The speaker was Damian Gierl but — th$ voice was 
Richard Gien^s I "—and Hugh de Monasterys when he let 
go his mental reins, heard them again as plainly, as dis- 
tinctly as when they were spoken. 

'< In thirty-six hours you shall pay." The voice, tone, 
inflection, of the man who had died, a self-suppressed 



DAMIAN GIER 199 

nonentity in the monastery of La Trappe on Christmas 
day, ten years before. 

The messenger returned. Miss de Monasterys had been 
taken ill that evening. The doctors were with her and 
at present her condition was dangerous and no definite 
medical opinion could be given on it. The messenger had 
been met and answered by Lady Quemham. 

Hugh directed him to procure a hansom ; and during 
the short interval of its coming, and while with almost 
feverish haste he assumed his outdoor garb, the stem man 
prayed for strength and perhaps— forgiveness. 

''You have killed her ! You have destroyed the power 
for redemption in the soul of Damian Gier I and in thirty' 
six hours you shall payl " 

He slowly tore the deadly paper instruments of 
calamity into fragments and threw them into the freshly 
lit fire. 

At Tristren's house, the shifting lights and the waiting 
doctor's carriage told their own tale. Hugh, with the 
freedom of privilege walked straight to his niece's room, 
grappling with the tide of hope and fear which swamps 
us in uncertainty. As his hand touched the door handle, 
it was pulled from within and a lady came quickly out 
and met him. 

It was Alison Quemham. She tapped the bishop 
lightly on the arm and he remarked how colourless was her 
face, how bright her eyes, how compressed her mobile lips. 

** Your messenger headed mine by a minutei my lord," 
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she said, " I was sending for yon when he arrived* I 
want to speak to you I " 

** Lady QuemhamI — my niece ! — ^what is it ? " asked 
Httgh, in disjointed fashion, at variance with his habit. 

'' She is illt very ill, she has had some terrible shock ! 
We fear the result 1 Will you please come in here? " 

She led him, unresisting into the room in which his 
brother died. 

Tristren had left this chamber, for love, as her father 
had used it Nothing in it was altered and the big 
invalid chair, constantly her own nest, was drawn up 
before the burnt-out fire, and Gerard's table still with his 
small belongings upon it, his penknife, his glasses, his 
pocket-book, pencils and what not — ^was standing close 
to the hand of the occupant of the chair, as it had always 
done in his life. 

The earnest, searching, stirring eyes of the large 
painted "Galilean** above the chimney-piece followed 
Hugh with, to his fancy, over excited by the events of the 
past few hours, a new gleam of anger, reproach, and 
perhaps scorn, outside the artist's trick. He had hitherto 
regarded this picture with disfavour amounting to dislike ; 
but he turned his head from it now, almost in fear, for 
those painted eyes appeared to glance from him to the 
open book lying among dead Gerard's relics upon that 
little table. 

Alison Quemham touched this book with emphatic 
finger. 
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" Dr. de Monasterys I Can you tell me the contents 
of the page which has been torn out of here ? *' she 
demanded. 

^* Why should you ask me 7 " he responded evasively. 

** Because Everard Gier, for whom I sent directly 
Renie was taken ill, tells me that the address on the 
paper covering this book is in your handwriting, and the 
packet purports to come from Bishop's House. 

"Who tore out the leaf ? " asked Hugh. 

" I don't know I Was the book entire when you sent 
it?" 

" Quite entire." 

*' May I ask what was on the missing page ? " 

" It set forth — at length — ^the strange case of Damian 
Gier." Alison Quemham shut the volume with an 
angry snap. 

« And you told her that way ? Oh I what a fool he 
was not to tell her himself. Wretched man I You have 
undone the work of my life i " 

With an effort, Hugh assumed his habitual imperturb- 
ability, and repeated that his course was best — ^that her 
policy and not his, had brought Tristren de Monasterys 
into yonder sick room. There was nothing abnormal or 
repellant about Alison Quernham and he felt no difficulty 
in asserting his position with her. 

''By what right or reason did you bring about or 
encourage this condition ? " he demanded, ''and moreover, 
on what groimds do you insist upon me — upon this 
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packet — this book — ^being the cause of her present state ? " 
'' My reasons for bringing about and encouraging this 
condition are good to my thinking and that of the one 
man whose opinion I value, and my reason for regarding 
you as an instrument of destruction are good also," she 
said. 

She spoke with an ominous quiet and her eyes were 
brighter than before. 

" I'll explain — and— though perhaps unwillingly — ^you 
may conclude as I do. Damian Gier was going to 
Culver to-morrow morning, and we were to follow. I 
may remind you that you yourself were to join us on 
the 26th, as you had an engagement to preach in London 
on Christmas Day. He came with me to see Tristren 
to-day. I am sufficiently at home with her now, to come 
and go as I like and when Windham admitted us, we 
came straight upstairs to this room which she constantly 
uses, dispensing with the escort of Windham. We came 
in, and found her lying unconscious on the ground, with 
a crumpled letter in her hand. I ran out of the room to 
call her maid, to procure restoratives, leaving Damian 
with her. I have not seen him since, or the letter which 
was in her hand, and after the doctors had been, I found 
this book — so ? I caught the signature upon the letter 
in her hand and seeing the author's name in this and 
your writing on the address I can only suppose the shock 
which has aberrated that magnificent reason of hers is 
connected with both. Have you seen Damian Gier ? *' 
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" Dr. de Monasterys answered brusquely. 

" Yes," then he suddenly wheeled round to Alison. 

« Woman ! Why did you save such a monster to the 
world? Better have nursed a scorpion than this 
creature ! " 

She again answered quietly and directly — 

'' I saved him because I saved him ! Beneath that 
foisted nature there is a grand one. Why did you 
meddle in the completion of his redemption? Nature 
began to mend her error through me. Why could 
you not let nature finish her work through Tristren ? " 

** Do you suppose that possible ? " he sneered. 

** I know it is 1 " she said. 

" In spite of Vivash ? " 

" In spite of a multitude of Vivashes ! Is Vivash's 
opinion decisive — ^final ? " 

"He affirms that the position will not bear contem- 
plation—that it b impracticable." 

" As hjTpothesis or as fact ? " 

" Hypothetically of course — ^he knows nothing about 
this unhappy matter." 

'< I know that. I wish I didn't I And^M would take 
the dictum of a mere theorist as the immediate condem- 
nation of an actual condition which must be judged at 
wary leisure in all its circumstances? Oh I Dr. de 
Monasterys I I am ashamed of you." 

Hugh accepted this rebuke in a silence thrust upon 
him by his own conscientious sense of error. Truth to 
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tell, he was beginning to be ashamed of himself— of his 
virulent impetuosity — of his initial prejudice against this 
woman — and against those men who came out of the 
East — of the haste which had hailed the coming of James 
Vivash as a co-operator and his opinion as a coercive 
measure. That he^ Hugh de Monasterys, who had so 
long directed men and fashioned manners and morals, 
should be held to blame by her, whom he had regarded 
with aversion as a worldling and a *< strong-minded 
woman," was bitter indeed, yet, to do Hugh justice, the 
bitterness held the more pungent tinge of remorse for his 
irretrievable deed. 

He sat quite still in ugly contemplation, with his 
fingers drumming on that fatal open book — and she 
stood looking at him with a touch of the fine scorn which 
to his suddenly awakened imagination was a reflection of 
the fsmciful addition to the&ce of poor Tristren's painted 
" Saviour." 

A sharp knock came to the door and Everard 
Gier's voice spoke: "Lady Quemham! Are jrou 
there ? " 

She opened the door, and he came inside — drawing 
back as he saw the bishop while there passed into his 
face the positive degree of that same expression of pitiful 
distrust tinged with contempt. 

Hugh's prejudice against this celebrated Sanskrit 
authority had been mainly based on the known breadth 
of his opinions and upon his general' coincidence with 
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the emancipated views held by Gerard de Monasterys* 
For the rest Hugh did not know Everard Gier save as a 
slight and seldom encountered acquaintance. Dawning 
upon his mind like the foggy opening of a dull western 
wintery day was the mental interrogative as to the 
justice of one sided deductions and the lack of wisdom in 
the inelastic and unmodified tenet. 

As Everard Gier entered, Hugh rose and spoke first ; 

* I am glad you have come, Mr. Gier," he said. " You 
know how this lamentable thing has happened ? " 

Everard Gier bent his head. Hugh continued : — '* You 
know — and I admit — ^that directly,— it is possibly my 
action which has caused it ? " 

'* Possibly ? " queried Everard Gier curtly. 

*'Yes. Apparently. If it is so at least you must 
admit that I have acted as any parent or guardian might 
have acted under the circumstances." 

** Perhaps I " conceded Everard Gier obliquely. ** I 
am not a parent and I have never had a ward. Tristren 
de Monasterys is my quasi-ward left to my protection 
only by her father's wish, as at his death she was legally 
beyond control, but as an outsider I think your course 
more drastic than kindly. At least it is productivei my 
lord." 

'* Of sorrowi I fear/' finished Hugh, his inward com* 
punction scarcely perceptible in his cold tones. " Of 
sorrow and fegret to me, I assure you* If prayer and 
intercession can avert harm from my niece, she will pass 
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through this trial. If it is God's will to punish me 
through her, I can but say ' fiat.' For him ^ 

Everard Gier raised his hand. 

*' It is about him — ^if you mean Damian — I have come 
to speak. I fear the consequences will be worse for him 
than for her, even though she dies. In his strange, 
unequal cerebral state, the effect of this calamity—of the 
knowledge which he strove to keep from her, of her 
possible death — may be disastrous indeed. And we 
cannot meet or avert it. He is gone I " 

His hearers started. 

" Gone I •• 

Everard Gier explained with conciseness. He, too, 
had not seen Damian since the earlier day, and what 
news he had of his doings, he had got from Yakoub 
Pashvar, whom Damian had left behind. 

«< I have never known him to do so before," remarked 
Everard Gier. "I have never known him to travel 
without Yakoub. In fact, from the man's statement, 
Damian's conduct shows unhingement. He told me 
that his master went to St James' Square and ordered 
him to pack his valise— he was going abroad. Yakoub 
is accustomed to obey without question, and he did so 
now, observing afterwards to me that Damian spoke in 
Pushtu, a Persian dialect which I never by any chance 
hear him use unless dealing with the wild hill men. He 
left the house alone, in time to catch the train to South- 
ampton which works with the mail packet. At leastr 
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that is what I think he must have done, for he gave no 
clue to his plans beyond the remark to Yakoub that he 
was going abroad." 

" Cannot he be stopped ? " asked Lady Quemham. 
Everard Gier shook his head. 

'* I am afraid not. He will have sighted France before 
either of us could leave London. Beside, what is the 
use ? The thing is done ! His presence here might dis- 
tract that poor child's already toppling mental balance 
We don't know. I can fear— but we can also hope that 
this energetic spurt may be salutary. It vdU not be 
difficult to trace Damian. His personality marks him 
wherever he goes and if he crosses to Asia he will not be 
hard to find — ^for he will surely act — and we will surely 
hear of it. I think too that Yakoub Pashvar knows 
more than he will tell me. I fancy he is left behind for 
some particular reason, but he is close, and only repeats 
that he is obeying the Sahib's commands." 

The sound of the opening of Tristren's door caused 
Alison to swallow whatever comment she felt inclined to 
make and to speak to Dr. de Monasterys. 

** I left the doctor and her maid with Tristren," she 
said. ** I do not know whether it will be well for you to 
see her. She is quite insensible to all surroundings — ^lies 
quite still with fixed eyes. Shall I see if you can go in ? " 

" I should like to." He spoke humbly, for this terse 
description of a stricken flower, hurt. 

" Come then — ^we will see I " Alison said more kindly. 
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for behind the mask she could glimpse the real. 

They left her room, and for the present, the subject of 
her lover and his proceedings — ^for the more immediate 
care, without further or superfluous speech. 

The bishop was not in Tristren's chamber long. In 
fifteen minutes he left the house with bowed head, un- 
observant of the unfailing respect paid him by her 
servitors — ^with lagging footstep heavy and inelastic — with 
a sense of trouble sought and trouble coming and with 
that constant dinning warning hammering on his brain. 

*'/» thirty -m hours you shall pay" 

Some of those hours bad fledl— ITAa^ was thi prico 
ioma/udeiofhm}" 
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Christmas day dawned— wet—raw — and cheerless !— 
green and death-dealing in its humidity. 

Those of his clerical satellites in close attendance upon 
Hugh, remarked in whispers the effect of his niece's illness 
upon her uncle. 

The previous day, despite the busy season, he had 
denied himself to all comers, save the special messenger 
from her house. 

He had spent it in meditation and the night and the 
dawn of Christmas Day in watching and prayer. 

He took little food and none after midnight and the 
furrows lining the stem face deepened more in those few 
stressful hours than during half the final decade of his 
life. 

He suspended, for the time, his routine business with his 
secretary and filled this poor man with secre: alarm by 
the care with which in those hours he arranged his private 
afiairs and *< put his house in order." He wrote long and 
folding the closely covered sheet — enveloped — sealed and 
directed it to Tristren de Monasterys, should she survive 
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him, and if she died, he ordered the missive to be burned, 
unopened. 

Canon Grainger, a nervous man, was also much 
disconcerted by the muttered conversations which the 
bishop held during his perambulations of his room. 
Parleys held with ghostly colleagues. The Canon could 
hear the name of his brother Gerard frequently on those 
white close lips, and, had he known more of the matter, 
he might, by strain of his listening, have followed the last 
conversation between the philosopher and the priest word 
by word 

Before the tabernacle in his oratory containing the 
sacred sign and stigma of his &ith, Hugh prostrated in a 
self-accusing intercession for these two whom he had 
longed, whose hope of life he had ruthlessly deranged 
and refracted. 

In the long watches of that lonely ajght, he had prayed 
for light, for prescience, and verily it had'ifieniie^^ftJtDi. 
Things cleared before his mental vi^on and fell into 
strangely spacious moulds of thought. Narrow judg- 
ments held for years, broadened not into charity or into 
altruistic sympathy^ but into knowkdge — an almost 
unaccountable grasping of Nature's immutable law of 
Supply and Adjustment. That quantitative God bound 
and hampered by system conditions seemed lost in a 
sudden power of comprehension whose iounensity closed 
round the Infinite, belittling Time and making the ever* 
lasting N0W9 no mystery, but a proven tact 1 
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Slight things !— scouted before as insignificant or as 
fables or follies assumed to themselves importance as 
clues to hitherto cryptic reasoning. 

Thi Godlife is inirimic in all living things, and each is 
ruled by the superiority of WiU in another and so, by the 
limitless, impeccable WiU of which they are a rational and 
radical part. 

The puzzling Time and Estate syllogism. Past — 
Present and Future-^ucidated itself with a startling 
subjective meaning, and the riddle of eternal life, of evolu- 
tion seemed singularly easy of solution. 

The ¥dll is the driving power of the Universe 1 the 
Conqueror I All that is base and corruptible passes, 
thrown out of the crucible of unending selection ! Nature 
knows not accident ! The meddling hand of man may 
retard but it cannot prevent, nor stay in its clumsy ignor- 
ance the just sway of her balance of compensation, which 
men call destiny, chance, or the ruling of Providence 1 

" Beneath that foisted nature is a grand one! " Alison 
Quemham had said, and unwillingly, in the midst of his 
fear on that awfiil night, in the depths of his sorrow beside 
that woman — Now, before his altar with the clean obla- 
tion of his rite in his hand, Hugh de Monasterys knew 
that his error alone had raised the fear, that his foolhardy 
hand had stricken the woman he loved to earth, and that 
the time was nigh when that single action which had 
strivoi to stay the swing of Nature's balance must be 
called back and atoned. 
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How? 

A morbid feeling seized him as of a tangible unseen 
Presence near, following him closely through the slow 
movements of his office. Beneath the glow of those altar 
lights a strange longing for the power to mend his error 
came upon him, a desire to be shown his way. The 
intolerant demarcation of Creed was lost in the infinity of 
Truth, and with the sensation of the lonely farer sighting 
an unknown shore Hugh vaguely marvelled at the folly 
of man who looks beyond for light, ignoring the means 
lying close and about him of attainment to the knowledge 
sought through the ages by the Seer and the Sage. 

This sense of company increased as he approached the 
end of his sacrifice, and imlike himself, he did not seek 
to mentally argue it away. The prayers upon his lips 
and the desire in his heart lay to one sole trend, an ab- 
sorbing wish for right, for justice, and not for mercy. 
He knew that mercy, as human weakness concieves it, 
has no place, can hold no place, in the scheme of the 
great dominating Will : but for power to set things 
square, to straighten the twist in the strand of fate 
which his reckless fingers had crooked. 

The short ceremony of transubstantiation constituting 
the daily holocaust of his church came to an end, and 
Hugh, with firm footfall and erect mien went from the 
altar-circle into the outer shadow, and there, with the 
sacred presence of his faith, the unseen dogged his steps, 
that inscrutable feeling of companionship stayed. 
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When his attendant left him alone, the fixed idea 
grown concrete since three days before and governing his 
mental energies in full force, ripened to its height and a 
single invocation for help to undo went up from his soul. 

** Show me the way, oh Master I and I'll foUow,*' he 
murmured in extremity. 

He lifted his eyes and there, before him, masking those 
dim lights, he plainly saw the silent watcher — ^the guide 1 

In the coarse white garb of his order, with stem face 
drawn and pallid by its self-sought mortification, gaunt 
and motionless, with eyes fixing his own, as often they 
had done in life, in searching enquiry, as he had seen 
him years before, stood the father of the man his action 
had cast out — Richard Gier I 

Was it &ncy ? 

Hugh drew a quivering breath and closed his own 
eyes to dispel this phantom conjured by overwrought 
imagination, but, when he opened them again, still that 
earnest questioning look met his : and now the hand was 
outstretched as if indeed to lead I 

Was it fancy I the phantom conjured by an overwrought 
imaginatum I or^ in very truth the guide on the unknown way f 
• • • • • 

Later, they came to summon him and found him 
kneeling in his priedieu chair, with fallen head, flaccid 
limbs and traces of a strange and submissive awe still 
lurking in the wide glassy eyes which lingered indelibly 
in the memory of the finders. 
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They decked him in the gorgeous robes of his curial rank 
and placed his mitre on his head, and his crozier in his 
hand, and laid him amidst the insignia of his office. 
' The corruptible clay of the last male sdon of the pure 
Norman line of Monasterys lay upon the solemn cata- 
falque surrounded by mourners, dependants and disciples, 
wrapped in the bxniiiax mystery of Death, and on that 
Christmas day when Tristren lay in the darkness and 
Damian Gier roamed the earth goaded by the thongs of 
an unspeakable despair, the churches in Hugh's diocese 
mingled purple with their crimson, and cypress and yew 
with the lilies of the Lord 1 
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XXVI 

The early snowdrops were thrustizig their frail heads 
through the frosty ground, when Tristren de Monasterys^ 
after a combat which seemed at times more than hope* 
less, drifted back to a life and health despaired of by her 
doctors, and to the consciousness of desolation ; and the 
fragile, wan woman seemed a very snowdrop of them all, 
tended and cared for by Alison Quemham. 

Lady Quemham, observant and generally slow to 
voice an opinion, watched this return to life with a 
feverish mental anxiety, wholly unsuspected by those 
who marked her quiet ways, deft habits and serene placid 
face. One person only guessed, from his long acquaint- 
ance with Alison's character, its duplexity. This person 
was Everard Gier, who stayed in London by the side . of 
his dead friend's trust. 

One other person too, came frequently to that dark old 
house, unprofessionally, but with a newly roused scientific 
interest in this woman whom he had indirectly and 
unknowingly injured. 

This was Sir James Vivash, whose animadversions 
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upon the course pursued by the late Dr. de Monasterys 
were virile and emphatic indeed, despite the prescribed 
injunction ; and Alison, whose loosened tongue gave him 
full information, might have been, but for her distress, 
almost amused at the jerky nervous movements and 
clipped sentences which showed, on its rare occurrence, 
Sir James Vivash's active displeasure. 

" He never told me there was any real reason for his 
questioning I " he said, working his hands up and down 
like a mechanical man. " He rushed me for the source 
of my illustration and asked for my broad ideas on certain 
remote contingencies. He didn't say they were inmiediate 
or I should have waived any conclusion—because actual 
means brought about by seeming chance, work out 
Nature's end, and I am, I hope, a servant of the great 
mother. If I had known it was this girl " 

Sir James paused significantly. They were seated in 
Tristren's room, where she lay upon a couch drawn to 
catch the gleams of a bright wintery sun. She was 
asleep and they spoke in unreserved whispers. Sir James 
filled the hiatus with a sharp query to Everard Gier who 
sat beside him : " Do you know where he is ? " 

Everard shook his head. Sir James turned to Alison. 

" Has she spoken of him ? Have you ? " 

Alison shook her head. 

" No. I am waiting until she is stronger, better able 
to bear it. I shall know better what to think when I see 
how she takes his name. I place all my reliance, all my 
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hopes, upon Tristren in this matter. From myself, from 
my own power, I rate hers and I am waiting with, oh ! 
what impatience for the time when her strength will bear 
my plain speech, — for the time when I may know through 
her, if the redemption of Damian Gier is still possible." 

" Speak plainly now. Lady Quemham. The redemp- 
tion of Damian Gier is not only possible — ^it is practically 
accomplished — ^if my love is the force I take it to be." 

Alison Quemham slowly rose and approached the couch 
whence those low clear words had issued and those trusty, 
still beautiful eyes of hers caught the enigmatical depths 
of the preter-naturally enlarged, lustrous orbs giving a 
wondrous meaning to the pale worn £ace they sublimated* 

A faint smile of pleasure, the first fq(, many weeks, 
flitted across Alison Quernham's Cace as she dropped into 
the chair beside the couch and laid her white practical 
hand on those long, thin, nervous, firm fingers. 

She eschewed prefieitories and spoke directly. 

"You will not fail him?" 

" Fail him ? "—the smile was reflected. " No, not if 
love can save." 

Sir James Vivash also rose, and standing beside 
Alison, restrained her with the physician's care, but 
Tristren roused herself from the pillows, and spoke to him : 

" I know you I You have been here before and I have 
heard them speak your name, and I heard what you said 
just now." 

She paused and included Alison and Everard Gifr in 
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her speech, which grew stronger aad steadier with the 
strength of her topic and her own determination. ** I 
want you all to know that I remember, that I have never 
forgotten, even while I lay yonder." She threw out her 
hand towards her bedroom. '' I wantjm to know," she 
indicated ^^lvash, «<that it was not I who fell, but 
the shock of confirmation of my own intuition which 
overthrew the gravity of my mind. I knew what you 
put in your book although I was never told. My own 
sense and reason told me that no man is abnormal without 
abnormal causation, that to bring about such pronounced 
abnormal effect, the cause must have been immediate, 
accidental, and not atavistic or hereditary. When my 
own soul sought and submerged the oppressed soul of 
Damian Gier, I knew my task was to straighten twisted 
Nature — ^to throw out the false, and retain and rear the 
fit, but, the proof of my formless and inexact ideas 
attacked and upset me through my physical weakness. 
It sent my mind, my reason, to sleep, as when one has 
been hard at work with one's brains, one sleeps and 
forgets. Since I woke I have thought --thought — ^thought 
— and I know what to do. Where is he ? " 

They told her, and she lay back among the pillows with 
closed eyes until Everard Gier spoke alone : 

<' Miss Tristren ! beside the promise I made to your 
father and my own regard for yourself I have stayed in 
England for another reason, as operative as those 
powerful two." 
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Tristren looked at him interrogatively. 

''You have heard that we do not know Damian*s 
whereabouts, but, I think if you are strong enough, you 
could find him to-morrow.'* 

'' I mean to find him as soon as possible,'* she said 
decidedly, " but how — ^to-morrow ? — ^while I am here ? — 
if he is not in England ? " 

Everard Gier went on. 

" For three weeks past I have been practically under 
the orders, as regards you, of Damian's Pathan servant 
Yakoub Pashvar, and I fancy if you can see him, you 
will find out more about his master than we can tell." 

A quick fiu^ beat beneath her pallid skin. " Where 
is Yakoub Pashvar now 7 " 

Vivash laid \Aa hand on Everard Gier's arm <* To- 
morrow I Mis^JCristren, you shall see him, to-morrow. 
You are not my<:ase, but you are the bravest woman I 
have ever met, barring none — ^not even Lady Quemham 
here, who will, I am sure, take a heroine's place among 
good women. She postulated much for her sex when she 
worked out her own theory as far as she could and then 
passed it on to you, and, upon my word, I don't think 
she affirmed too much, although I have looked for years 
with the sinister eye of doubt upon her thesis. Between 
you, you are almost converting me— but — ^you have con- 
fessed that you are physically weak, and you must be 
careful. Therefore I you must wait and see Yakoub 
Pashvar to-morrow. 
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Tristren submitted and again lay back among her 
pillows, wisely patient, significantly inert and pallid. 
James Vivash whispered to Alison : 

*< Don't let her think too much 1 talk about something 
pleasant and irrelevant.** 

So, bye-and-bye, Alison talked about Brandon's 
wedding which was to take place in three days, reserving 
carefully to herself, her apparently unwarrantable 
disquiet about the matter and her almost unaccountable 
preference for her son's solitary life in his new, risky, and 
ambitious official appointment as envoy-plenipotentiary 
of the frontier city of Gilzerat in the Indian Peninsula. 



4 
I 
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XXVII 

There were two matters upon which Tristren de 
Monasterys kept her own counsel, even with Alison 
Quemham. These were, the totality of her interview 
with Damian Gier's Pathan servant and the contents of 
the letter which Hugh had written under the shadow of 
death. 

There was no lack of loyalty to Damian*s foster- 
mother in the reservation concerning the first and no 
innate tendency to secretiveness or mystery, the 
characteristic of the common-place woman ! but the way 
which led to him, as pointed out and marked by the 
creature of his will, was fraught with danger and anxiety, 
danger, because this delicate fragile woman but newly 
risen, almost, outsiders said, by miracle, from a sick bed, 
must go the road he showed her with as little delay as 
possible if she would be in time to save his reason from 
annihilation by the torture of Hope, when the mind has 
glimpsed the sweets of heaven and has been hurled into 
the chamel of corruption and despair. 

She must also place implicit faith in this tribesman. 
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who came of a race, to Alison's thinking, wholly untrust- 
worthy and unreliable. It was no new experience for 
Tristren to think for herself. She had always done so, 
with a cogitation judicial in its discrimination. 

With regard to the last words of Hugh de Monasterys 
Tristren had little feeling save pity, pardon, and extenuat- 
ing memory. They concerned but one beside herself and 
she carefully folded and stored them, that the humilation 
and remorse for a single act of impulse should reach no 
eye save his. 

One sentence dwelt with her constantly, as she quietly 
and as &ur as her returning strength would permit, 
furthered her project : 

** If it please God to permit me-— in the life to come, 
to atone to you and him — ^you shall not die under this 
blow — but shall live to find and retrieve him to God's 
good time and purpose even though your hand be led by 
the infidel and the outcast." 

The immediate result of his errand to her was that 
Yakoub Pashvar took up his abode in the house of Miss 
de Monasterys. 

Alison, in her clear judgment, guessed pretty accu- 
rately the reason of Tristren*s secrecy, and with her usual 
op timi s m hoped for the best and prorogued conclusions 
with regard to her favourite's handsome Mogul guide — 
for Yakoub Pashvar had, years before, been promoted to 
his personal service by Damian from the ranks of his 
warrior followers. 
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To Everard Gier, Tristrea was more explicit; for 
Yakoub*s information involved his aid, yet she showed 
her object here more by question than by explanation* 

** When do you leave England, Mr. Gier 7 " 

" When you can spare me, Miss Tristren." 

<< I can spare you by the next steamer which sails to 
Bombay. It takes out Brandon Quemham and his wife* 
Why not go with them ? " 

« Do you want me to go ? '* 

*< Yes. I want a friend who can provide me with a 
rest house near the danger signals, and with introduc- 
tions to folks who will receive me on my pilgrimage." 

" By the danger signals, you mean the Frontier, and 
by your pilgrimage — ^you mean that you are going to 
India to find Damian." 

« Yes." 

<* I don't ask questions, Miss Tristren, but " 

** There, there 1 be quiet, and I'll tell you as much as 
you need know. If I had died, Yakoub was to return to 
Damian. If I lived, Yakoub was to stay with 
me as a sort of link between us, the only one which 
my poor darling could think of in his extremity. As 
long as Yakoub is absent, there is hope for Damian, 
for he is sure I live. When Yakoub returns to him, I 
am going, too. I have no back thought, Mr. Gier, and 
if I am to die, on the whole, I'd rather risk the possible 
— but circumstantially improbable — ^result of the pro- 
genital curse on Damian Gier, than wait for any other 
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way of exit. I have my own theory. It is hazy and 
ideal, but please God ! I'll make it algebraic in proof. 
Listen 1 You have spoken yourself of the likely trouble 
in the northern passes." 

" Yes. It is imminent. I should say almost unavoid- 
able. With Virchinefif and Stehn on the other side of 
the mountains, to carry out the specious designs of the 
Russian executive and Abbas Kan as the principal 
moving spirit of the hill men, I should say that bother of 
some sort is inevitable." 

" Just so ! I heard you say so while I was sick. I 
have heard you say also that you have a bungalow 
somewhere in Northern India." 

<< Yes, at a little town called Nasar-on- the- Indus in 
Lahore." 

" Would you be surprised to see your friend Tristren 
de Monasterys at your bungalow in the little town of 
Nasar-on-the- Indus in Lahore in the coming by-and- 
bye ? " 

" I would make her very welcome." 

'< Thank you, and you can manage that she will be 
made welcome by your scholastic community — the 
federation of learning is the real freemasonry— on her 
route ? " 

Everard Gier smiled. 

<* It will give me much pleasure to be your agent in 
advance, but where do you wish to terminate your 
tour ? " 
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" I've told you, at Damian," she said simply, decidedly. 
** You say there will infallibly be Frontier trouble 
before long. If there is trouble — there is Damian. If 
there is Damian — there must be Tristren. The guides 
of Gier are imequalled as a secret service and Yakoub 
will carry out to the letter and his final gasp, the com- 
mands of his ' Feringhee sahib ' to say nothing of his 
sahib's lady. He has assured me, and I believe him, 
that he can take me to Damian, and there is nothing 
more to be said save for you and him to arrange the rest 
between you, and not to disturb Lady Quemham." 
" Why won't you tell Lady Quemham ? " 
''It would worry her. She doesn't trust Yakoub 
Pashvar. She looks on him with very English eyes, as 
the unit of a race incurably inimical to our country and 
everybody else's. But Yakoub looks straight at me 
when he talks to me, he speaks with respectful directness, 
he has a kindly smile, he walks well, and, and, if he had 
been a cobra or an alligator and Damian had left him to 
me I would still have trusted him unquestioningly. But, 
Mr. Gier, Alison Quemham doesn't understand that love 
which submerges every other feeling and drives you 
through this world and the next and — all the others 1 
If she had, she never would have given up your 
brother Richard and taken Henry Quemham — and my 
poor Damian would never have been — what he is, and I, 
should not be arranging an expedition to India, a wild 

goose chase after a riddle in natural philosophy which I 
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mean to solve. There ! Mr. Gier. I told you I would 
tell you all you need know, and I have. The sooner you 
constitute yourself my avant couner^ to all intents and 
purposes, the better I shall be pleased, for I shall be able 
to undertake a sea voyage in a fortnighti and then, well 
then, we shall see what we shall see.*' 

Everard Gier left her, feeling that expostulation would 
be wind upon granite. 

As he walked, he recalled a remark made by Alison 
Quemham some time before. 

"One seems forced to tell things to Tristren de 
Monasterys, and when one talks to her, one's Northern 
scepticism cannot condenm so emphatically as bu£Rx>nery 
and humbug, the oracular woman of the tripod of old 
times." 

When he let himself into his nephew's dreary house in 
in St. James's Square, he tossed his head and laughed : 

** Gerard de Monastreys used to say that she would 
have made a Kassandra ! If he had lived to see her 
development, he might have thrown in Zenobia and 
Semixamis, too." 



PART III 



THE MASTER-SPINNER 
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XXVIII 

There was no doubt as to the importance of the 
position conferred by bis government upon Sir Brandon 
Quemham, The mountain city of Gilzerat was a pos- 
tern of India from Central Asia— a city of towers and 
fortresses built for defence by men of predatory habit, 
who lived by aggression; perched upon crags and 
pinnacles amidst all but impassable rock solitudes ; at an 
altitude insuring delightful climate and despotic govern- 
ment — ^for who but the English would treat with its 
tyrant on the lines of amicable diplomacy, or try to 
civilize a buffer state dropped by nature among break 
neck hills I And even the English spirit of innovation 
and commercial advance found itself barred and stopped 
by the jocular gamester who sports with rocks and 
heaves mountains, — ^and the viaduct across the Kara 
Valley, completing the extension of the Rajputana-Ealat 
Line terminated the active presence of the Nation which 
nomiually directed the actions of Brandon Quemham. 

The mission was perilous — ^beset by danger from with- 
out and within. Critics and pundits in policy censured 



230 THE REDEMPTION OF 

the measure as foolish and unnecessarily alarming to a 
people notoriously inimical to outside meddling in general, 
and to British interference in particular. Outsiders 
always know best, but governmental policy is like a 
shrewish wife, and invariably goes the way it is advised 
to avoid. Moreover the presence of the dubious Sclav 
made it necessary to place some sort of counteracting force 
on its side, so that like the earth betwixt its planetary 
points of attraction, the autocrat of the hills might move, 
politically in a rectilinear direction. 

But in this, the authorities in Downing street and 
Calcutta asked more than Nature can give — a paradox 
in ethnology — a plain dealing, straightforward Asiatic — 
a truthful tribesman. 

Brandon Quemham's personality fitted him well 
enough for the task of prepossession and of establishing 
the influence usually acquired by sound sense, character- 
istic bonhomie, and unvarying good humour under all 
circumstances. His inherent fearlessness, too, and aptitude 
for prompt action — the phlegmatic temperament, which 
made him impervious to danger, and incredulous and 
careless of threat, suited well with the necessities of his 
new office. 

He rode into Gilzerat with a handful of followers and 
received the manifestations of welcome bestowed upon 
him by its sirdar. Abbas Kan, as if he believed in his 
sincerity and had no cognizance whatever of the subtle 
machinery on the other side of the Kara Range which 
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was keeping the tongue of that wily mussuhnan so well 
oiled. 

In truthi for the first three months of his occupation of 
Gilzerat, Sir Brandon Quemham found his embassy easy 
enough. The residency was comfortable and conunodious 
— his duties were light, and if sullen faces sometimes 
met him when he went abroad, he disregarded them and 
turned to those in authority, which invariably met his 
with geniality and respect The place was pleasant, the 
political sea was apparently calm as a mill pond, the 
temperature, atmospherically, was delicious and, choosing 
to despise the warning of Damian Gier, Brandon sent to 
Simla for his wife to join him in the mountains. 

At the time Diana Quemham reached Gilzerat, the 
agent and emissary of General Ivan Vircheneff, the 
Tartar Governor, Colonel Count Fedor Stehn, crossed 
the Kara Hills and entered Gilzerat. 

When remonstrated with upon this course, the Sirdar 
shrugged his shoulders and utterly repudiated the 
transaction — 

His Excellency the Eltchi must be aware of his — ^the 
SirdarV-dependent position — how he received his orders 
firom the Vakeel of his Monarch, that one nation was as 
powerful as another, that this mountain Kingdom literally 
lay between two fires, that what was sauce for the goose 
was sauce for the gander, etc., that Russia had as good 
a right to send an agent to represent her in an inde- 
pendent state as had England. The hill monarchy was 
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feudatory to none ! This was treading on egg shells, 
covering ugly matter, and silent open toleration and 
secret distrust were the sole result, while the Russian 
envoy stayed at Gilzerat and amicably hobnobbed with 
his British colleague — after the fashion of political fire- 
works before an explosion. 

Meanwhile, Diana Quemham, delighted to be emanci- 
pated from the class6 irksomeness of Calcutta and Simla 
society, where she was subordinate to military and civil 
ladies of higher distinction, played at a petty sub- 
sovereignty to her heart's content, finding in the incipient 
intrigue of this much harassed bauble of diplomacy — an 
excellent field for her powers and inclinations to imbroglio 
— ^powers and inclinations latent but smothered in Eng- 
land, but blossoming to an uncomfortable and alarming 
extent under the influences of a strange, miserable, 
ineradicable infatuation, and the contagious crooked 
policies of the East. 

There could be no more happiness, content, on earth 
for Diana Quemham. Her life was marred, shattered 
beyond repair. Excitement ! Change ! Anything that 
should take her away from memory — ^from the ghost of 
a luckless love! She heard his name now and again, 
spoken in bated whispers, as the name of a scourge 
should be. She heard of his doings, how his hand had 
stemmed a rebellion in China, of his ruthless meed to 
rebels, traitors and foes. How, where there was strife 
there was his blood-stained sword, his terrible presence. 
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Then he would be lost, and when award was offered him, 
his thftT^l^s were a derisive scorn and a flight into tem- 
porary oblivion. Yet, report speaks truest when it 
speaks lowest, and the rumour crept away that many 
salutary measures issued from the vice-r^;al hand of 
Lord Wendover owed their inception to the wise fore- 
thought and thorough popular knowledge of the intract- 
able Damian Gier. His dominion was moral. He ruled 
through fear, he niled by blood, but, by himself be 
governed and his cold regard for the trusting and helpless 
brought immimity from suffering to those beneath his 
steel. 

'' Under that foisted nature there is a grand (me.** The 
pure lips of Tristren de Monasterys had clung to his, and 
the memory of that, and the absence of Yakoub Pashvar 
shone with the radiance of the lonely star in the tempes- 
tuousi storm-tost life of this hampered driven soul; 
raising him, in rare moments of ecstacy, through a 

■ 

precious recollection, to the portals of a hope denied to 
the wretched woman in Gilzerat because of the deadly 
shadow of that same past. 

She had lost nothing of her beauty. It was, if possible, 
more attractive than before, and she had lost nothing of 
her husband's love, for she knew that only through this 
could she rule the domestically easy-going and compla- 
cent Brandon. Brandon — who laughed at her past 
partiality for his foster-brother ! But one contemplation 
afforded her pleasure. This was the notion — ^the posses- 
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81011 of powerl Power to queen, to croshi to role, to 
exterminate and raise at her sole will and pleasure. 
Those mastering passions which had so nearly brought 
calamity upon her, thrust down and withered into rank 
corrupt growth, had twisted their warped meshes into 
unhealthy strands dragging Diana Quemham — ^whither? 
Into the ultimate spring-net of many silly women who 
play at politics, the wily tentacles of the Muscovite spider. 

There was no discriminating power in Diana Quem- 
ham to appreciate at its true value, the good that was in 
the man beside her, and his honour to this pitiable lifeless 
heart and these diseased imaginings was a bubble to be 
blown aside or burst in her frantic race for excitement. 
So, the Russian envoy was a frequent attendant upon 
the beautifiil Lady Diana and after the insidious manner 
for which Fedor Stehn as a diplomatist had become 
notorious among his confreres, the astute representative 
of the Tsar mined his political way, with apparently no 
other objective in his mind, than a desire to kill time in 
the society of the most charming and agreeable woman 
in a dull and tedious city appointment, nothing to the 
taste of an active public servant and recognised social light. 

Matters went smoothly enough in the English canton- 
ments at Gilzerat for some months, when an incident 
occurred which turned Diana's versatile speculation more 
towards her own concerns, an incident also nearly touch- 
ing Fedor Stehn. 

To a little house built on the outskirts of the canton- 
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ments came a lady with a single attendant— a Patfaan 
servant who managed everything for her» acted as 
courier, interpreter, major-domo, intermediary betwixt his 
mistress and all strangers with whom she came in con- 
tact — apparently confidant and friend. To Diana's 
amazement, her husband rode out to meet this lady, 
receiving her with a respect and providing for her com- 
fort and safety with a solicitude which raised Diana's 
ire — for there is no woman so jealous of her prerogative 
as the creature of impulse who doesn't care a straw for 
the man whose name she carries. 

When Sir Brandon returned from this errand, Lady 
Diana tasked him with its reason. 

She was quite prepared to fly into one of her frequent 
spasmodic exhibitions of temper, exhibitions, which, in 
parenthesis, a cloudy fear of a new development in 
Brandon's own self, kept somewhat in control. He met 
her initial objections with a careless laugh of dismissal 
and her remarks perfectly openly. 

Yes, the lady in the Balata was an old friend of his. 
Diana had met her in London, he believed. It would be 
well if Diana called on her. She must come up to the 
Residency, that is, if she cared to mix with the English 
circle. Yes, he knew what business brought her there. 
Diana need not trouble about it. It did not concern her, 
in the least. It was sufficient for her to know that 
«< business " brought the lady up those mountains and that 
the lady herself was Tristren de Monasteiys. 
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XXIX 

Something in compliance with her husband's request 
and more in curiosity, Diana Quemham went to the little 
stone house on the fringe of the cantonments. 

Diana's sole experience of Tristren de Monasterys had 
not prepossessed her in fiavour of the present lady of the 
Balata. In her headlong, immediate way she had 
conceived a dislike to Tristren, perhaps in that forced 
concession to superiority which infallibly brings hatred 
in its train, and, perhaps with the intuition common to 
some men of small mental calibre and the lower animals, 
which instinctively and involuntarily acknowledges a 
conqueror. 

Diana liked her no better in Gilzerat than she had 
done in London. Tristren's influential subtle beauty 
had grown in character and strength since those days. 
That determinating power, that undemonstrative, in- 
sistent will which had brought her across the world into 
Asia, to follow and come up with, and complete its fugi- 
tive life-work, had stamped its mark upon the whole 
woman, and the dreaming, gentle, lonely lady, though 
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losing nothing of her aesthetical charm, had, grafted upon 
it, a steadfast strength and definite purpose which might 
well have been an adumbration of the magnificient energy 
she came to seek. 

She received the compliment paid her by Diana with 
customary quiet courtesy, and she firmly and politely re- 
fused to mix, in any way, with the small English circle in 
Gilzerat. The privacy of her Ufe, the secrecy of her 
mission, piqued Diana Quernham's curiosity to the utmost 
limit, and Tristren*s coming, and his avowed knowledge 
of its reason, introduced many thorns into poor Brandon's 
already moribund domestic bed of roses. For this, 
Brandon cared little. The realisation of active evil is the 
curse of the habitual optimist I His desired accession to 
dignity and to the legal possession of " the richest and 
prettiest woman in London," had brought him little 
pleasure, and much disillusion. 

Brandon's ideals were necessarily low, but this woman 
who had charmed his eye and enslaved his senses to the 
peril of his cause and service had in very deed " turned 
out a fraud," to quote the unfortunate gentleman's own 
way of putting an ugly growing conviction, that his wife 
had married him solely for the reason which prompted 
her to organize impromptu entertainments in the canton- 
ments and to dabble in intrigue with Fedor Stehn, a 
desire for change, excitement, forgetfulness. Brandon 
had carelessly rated women firom his mother and his 
memory of her conduct towards his father, and the 
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gradual assurance of the subjective vacuity of this brilliant 
shell, this dry gourd, from which no milk of human kindness 
could be extracted, hit him hard, and stirred up the dregs 
of a nature easily coarsened and hardened by circum- 
stances. 

'* Wait Let Diana Gautrey love you for yourself, if 
she can.*' Damian Gier had said and after the fashion of 
such like men, Brandon Quemham felt more anger than 
hope at his actual contact with the result of impulse, and 
the downfall of his matrimonial house of cards. 

The old Brandon might have been interested in the 
coming and piurpose of Tristren de Monasterys. It had 
been conveyed to him by Everard Gier from his bunga- 
low at Nasar, but the envoy at Gilzerat looked upon her 
exploit as foolhardy and unnecessary and her love for his 
foster brother as an imhealthy feeling to be best overcome. 
He could not understand woman's abnegation and mw 
he discredited woman's truth and sincerity. To do 
Brandon justice, he knew nothing regarding Tristren's 
mission other than what Everard Gier had told him, 
which was indispensible information only. From Tristren 
herself, he got gracious gratitude for his kindness and 
strict unvarying taciturnity respecting her projects. 
After one or two fruitless endeavours to force her con- 
fidence, he dismissed the matter as hare-brained and 
absurd, and the quiet lady in the Balata lived in seclusion 
with her sobtary Pathan attendant undisturbed by the 
great folk up at the Residency, though probably, stranger 
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as she was, Tristren, through the naturally acute deduc- 
tions and racial knowledge of Yakoub Pashvar, was the 
only creature in the British clique at Gilzerat who was 
fully aware that the most satisfactory part of its agent's task 
both without and within lay in the sanguine tone of the 
messages to his governmental executive which passed 
daily along the telegraph wires spanning the mountain 
passes to Simla. 

There was one other person in Gilzerat to whom the 
coming of Tristren de Monasterys brought disquiet and 
speculation. This was the Russian Envoy, whose 
circuitous ways-^diametrically opposed to the methods of 
his British colleague, brought the threads of that moun- 
tain life from all sources — ^into his specious hands. 

Fedor Stehn was a Russian of the Russians. Cossack 
in his ferocity, Tartar in his intensity, cruelty and determi- 
nation, Sclavonic in his subtlety and sentimentality, with a 
veneer of a Parisianized St Petersburg covering the whole 
man with a factitious charm of manner and airy 
nonchalance. He was the life of a Salon, the leader of a 
forlorn hope. He would storm and carry a position Mrith 
the inflaming fary and sanguinary completeness of the 
arch fiend. He would order a wholesale massacre, 
deploring in the same breath and with greater sincerity 
the scantiness of his camp menu. He would perform a 
Chopinesque fantasia or nocturne with a depth of feeling 
and digital nicety unequalled by any exponent of the 
emanations of that ecstatic genius. He would charm 
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the heart of a beautiful woman by the golden notes of a 
fine, carefully trained tenor voice ! He would strew her 
pathway with exotics and bon-bons ! If she had brains 
and the tendency of her sex towards scheming — ^he would 
use her — and weU, few people cared to ask questions as to 
the ultimate disposition of Fedor Stehn's tools, for he was 
high in favour with all the ramifications of the venal 
bureaucracy of his countiy, and the initiated well knew 
that Stehn's internal orders respecting the Frontier 
question went farther than the Tartar governor. It is 
the fate of such men to fall sometime. Their transcend- 
ing ambition presupposes a character cruel in its own 
intensity. There lies hidden beneath the callous 
utilitarianism and political chicanery the never smothered 
native nature — ^impetuous — passionate — ^irresponsible at 
its height — devilish in its thwart— dulled to consequences 
by its own strength. When men like Count Fedor Stehn 
love, it bodes evil to its object be she complaisant or 
repellant 

It had been the unhappy distinction of Tristren de 
Monasterys to attract that radical humanity — ^to stiffen 
the primary, dreamy Sclavonic sentimentalism into a 
vertebrate passion for herself, without an ulterior motive 
based on intrigue. This feeling took root in London I 
It ripened in Gilzerat. Men breathed quicker among 
those heights. The blood pulsed faster through their 
veins. Anger became murder. Love became lust. 
The one man whom Fedor Stehn feared in the world was 
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no longer beside this lonely woman who had come to 
Gilzerat. 

Why had she come to Gilzerat 7 

Fedor Stehn interwove the concerns of Tristren de 
Monasterys with those of his master the Tsar and let her 
dark eyes and enigmatic individuality play what havoc 
they would with his real manhood and carefully concealed 
true nature. 
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XXX 

In the month of May, the first bubble in the seething 
undercurrent of native hate and vindictiveness towards 
the few British residents in Gilzerat, showed upon the 
surfiEu^e, and burst. 

A weakly guarded, solitary outpost of the cantonments 
was attacked, taken, and burned by the Gilzis. This 
open display of enmity on the part of the mountaineers 
and negative breach of fieuth on the part of Abbas Kan ; 
albeit the Sirdar, with his usual blandness ignored com- 
plicity in the action ; declaring it to be entirely local 
aggression, provoked Sir Brandon Quemham to emphatic 
movement for the safety of those under his charge, and 
sagacious people whispered that the carrying of that little 
fort might mean heavy work in the near future, and some 
who came in, spoke hopefully of military reinforcements 
already making their way up the mountains. 

Later and as the inimical attitude of this city of 
fanatics (for the devout and ignorant Mussulman is always 
a fonatic) became more pronounced, rumours reached 
Gilzerat of certain strange warriors who had appeared 
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asterisk-like amoii§^ the passes, meteors which fled in the 
dusk I Swift and silent harbingers of calamity and re- 
tribution, whose ghostly garb brought greater terror in 
its creamy folds than the boom of cannon amidst those 
heights. These mysterious scouts vanished like spirits 
as they came, and as time passed, the hill men breathed 
more freely and said among themselves that the terrible 
Frank, with his white robed guides, had left their strong- 
hold freehand had gone down into India* 

On the 30th of May, a man and woman stood alone in 
a garden, whose luxuriance might well have bloomed in 
English Devon, £Eumed by a breeze which might have 
blown from the Sussex Downs. The house standing in 
the garden was small and ugly like a bam or stable built 
of heavy quarry stone, with a flat roof for the devotions 
of the children of the Koran who built it. Its rugged- 
ness was somewhat tempered and hidden by the trailing 
tendrils of a flourishing creeper whose starry masses 
were even now being tended and trained by a swart- 
faced man in the dress of the hillmen. He worked 
slowly and quietly and he used the little wooden mallet 
in his hand sparingly and at intervals, while the gleam 
of his sinister black eyes followed closely the movements 
and seemed to intuit more readily than his ears, the say- 
ings of the couple under the silver birches which sheltered 
and shaded the Balata. 

The man with the woman, plucked the leaves from an 
adjacent bush and sullenly and viciously tearing them 
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to fibres* strewed them on the ground as he spoke. 

" You will give me no hope — ^no confidence ? " he said. 

She answered coldly, deliberately : — 

*<You asked me for those same concessions months 
ago in England, and I refused. Wherever and when- 
ever you asked me, I should still refuse." 

** You will not tell me why you are in Gilzerat ? " 

She smiled a queer, sarcastic smile. 

<< To a man of count Stehn's proclivity, spontaneous 
trust must be tasteless indeed." 

He shot a glance of anger at this courageous woman 
from the depths of his ruddy brown eyes. 

" You despise me — ^you hold my methods in contempt. 
Englishwoman, I am a soldier, and no guerilla chief." 

She understood the innuendo, and smiled again. 

" I do not despise you and I have no contempt for 
your devious ways. I spoke the truth when I suggested 
that plain sailing is not to the taste of your race— or," — 
she fiung out her hand towards the City — ^''in yonder 
Palace there would be no scheming and the Envoy at 
the residency below would shake hands with the Sirdar 
in all good faith." 

He started. 

** Miss Tristren 1 You are accusing me " 

*<No, I am not, Count. You are carrying out the 
wishes of your imperial master, and you bear the minute 
of General Virchene£f in your pocket. I do not even 
conmient, and I certainly do not accuse. You can, if 
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you will, crush this handful who practically stand be- 
twixt you and India. You can goad these fools who run 
the streets of Gilzerat shouting ' Jehad I Jehad* ! ' and 
make them perhaps wash their hands in the blood of 
their best friends. You can procure catastrophe, but 
you cannot avert disaster and revenge. No, Count, 
your politics are crooked. Your word is wind, and your 
love is the passing of a day. I can give you no hope, no 
confidence." 

The smile had left her face while she prophesied a doom 
for her own, of whose verification she felt a gloomy 
certainty. It gleamed now upon his, and it was evil 1 

** You can fear me 7 My ways may be devious, and the 
creeping thing is more terrible than the tiger. Miss 
Tristren, for all its bluff and noisy brag.*' 

She again understood the innuendo, and again her lip 
curled scornfully, and she looked at him strangely, 
meaningly. 

Fedor Stehn had all the polished suavity of manner 
towards women, the veneer of chivalry, peculiar to the 
refined continental ; yet he felt, as he watched the transient 
flicker of that cold smile and met the pregnant glance, as 
if he could have taken Tristren de Monasterys by the 
shoulders and have shaken her, or, done her a mischief. 
She despised his love. She despised him and she knew — 
what she did know ? Why did she live fearlessly alone 
at the isolated Balata? Among his compatriots her 

* The Islamite equivalent to ' Cnuade.' 
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single guard was sufficient to protect her from all I These 
mountain men kept their own secrets and it had puzzled 
Stehn when he pondered on the decided and e£fectuai 
shield for his mistress which this one man afforded. The 
Russian Envoy knew, through his knowledge of the 
tribesmen that under the most rampant rebellion and 
mad fanatical impulsion, the lady of the Balata, while she 
requisitioned the personal protection of that dark faced 
Pathan tacking up the creepers on her wall, would be as 
impervious to danger as if she lived under the wing of the 
holiest Mullah or dervish beneath the bloody despotism 
of the Crescent. 

By a sudden coup Stehn had oftentimes accom- 
plished an object. He did so now. Dispensing with 
a speech which was unnecessary after the cognizant 
signal which had passed between them, he crossed before 
Tristren and quickly striding the space between his 
mistress and the Eastern, laid his hand openly on Yakoub*s 
arm, twisting him to face him. 

The Pathan drew himself up to a height which 
equalled that of the tall Russian and looked quietly at the 
intruder with dull expressionless eyes; black and hard as 
splintered coal. He was a handsome tjrpe of a race 
peculiar for its grim beauty, this man, and he carried in 
his stem inflexible features and lithe active mien, evidences 
of the training of that dread organisation which for years 
had kept unruly Asia in check. 

Stehn dropped his arm. 
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" I have seen you before, friend," he said nodding his 
his head 

Yakoub salaamed gracefully and proceeded to return 
to his labour, leaving the Russian to construe his action 
as he would. 

** Since when did you leave the service of your terrible 
Feringhee ? " 

Yakoub ignored the mocking inflection of the question 
and replied simply : 

" When winter lay on her land, I followed my lady." 

This was enigmatical. Stehn went on : 

** Have you quitted the service of Gier Sahib ? " 

The Pathan paused, looked round upon Stehn and 
folding his arms again stood upright, answering his 
interrogator with a courteous decision which terminated 
the dialogue. 

** It pleased Allah to take his * lash ' whither his 
servant could not follow. I know nothing. Sahib, and 
can answer no questions." 

He did not take up the little wooden mallet, but 
remained standing with folded arms, while Stehn slowly 
left him and returned to Tristren de Monasterys with the 
evil smUe more accentuated, and when he spoke the 
mockery in his voice was more marked. 

" Wealth, bounce, and ferocity do a good deal with 
these fools, as you truly called them. Miss Tristren. If 
Damian Gier had plied his trade in Europe, he might 
have found his metier in a shambles. Here, they look 
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on him with pious awe, and call him the ''Lash of 
Allah I " and think him an evil spirit, a pmiishment for 
their sins I The mere presence of one of his followers 
brings immunity from harm to one he shadows, eh? 
Isn't it so ? In London, I found Damian Gier was my 
rival and — ^bah 1 Miss Tristren, I no longer wonder 
that you cannot value the love of Fedor Stehn, you have 
fallen to earth, my angel. You love and follow a carrion 
monger. Farewell 1 you shall not see me again." 

He left her, and went out of the garden, and his figure 
had diminished to a child's proportions down the rocky 
road before Tristren's calm imperturbable smile turned on 
her attendant who stood by her side. 

" Do you think he will come again ? " she asked. 

The Pathan spoke gravely. 

** No, lady. When the Muscovite dog thinks, he 
breeds evil. He works for other masters than his lord. 
Spawn of Eblis ! No. He will not come here — ^but — 
when next you meet him, you will want all your courage, 
snd—you will wtmt the great Chief beside you. 
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XXXI 

The next day the report reached the Balata that the 
Russian Envoy had left Gilzerat— and Yakoub Pashvar 
came to his mistress. 

** Lady I " he said '* it is necessary that I leave you 
awhile." 

Tristren started and cried : 

« Ah 1— Yakoub !- No." 

** I have thought and pondered deeply " he said gravely 
" and as you know,word has passed betwixt me and those 
of my clan. My lord is within five days' call. He 
comes up at his Government's bidding. For the Lord 
Sahib in Simla fears these schemers — and the wrath of 
the hiUmen meaos mischief. It is with heavy considera- 
tion that I exceed my lord's orders and leave you — but — 
he cannot otherwise know you are here, and my brothers 
are not near, these many days. If no guide appears on 
yonder crag before'*' Ytltsiy I must seek the Great Chief. 
Mandsley Sahib moved out[of Simla with the moon. He 
should, before two days, be in touch with the Guides. I, 

* Call to Evernng prayer. 
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my lady will keep close watch in the Balata — nor stir 
hence f she is safe with the woman Gulbeyez, who is of my 
clan and kin — until I return with my lord's fresh 
commands." 

The " woman Gulbeyez " was a Pathan of the tribe of 
Yakoub. She was the sole other attendant upon Tristren. 
Young — ^but not a girl, and of a masculine mould of face 
and form, strong in emergency and swift in obedience — a 
good picture of the mountain woman who well defends 
the stronghold while the hunter seeks and slays the game 
— ^human and brute. That the salutary influence of 
Yakoub's protection would defend the Balata after his 
presence had been withdrawn was open to question, in 
Tristren's mind. Her country made her the enemy of 
the Gilzis and once Yakuob should be gone — she failed 
to adequately anticipate, for she knew so little of the people. 

The hope of Damian, however, operated against all 
other considerations. She glanced at the dark, strong 
face of Gulbeyez, who worked at a distance, and decided : 

** It is best perhaps, that you should go. The God of 
my faith — the Allah of your own, will protect me for 
the Great Chief you go to seek. Go then and speedily, 
lest evil come quicker than your horse can cover the 
hills." 

Yakoub bent low, and spoke with the conviction of a 
man who implicity believed what he said 

"The vnrongdoer foils beneath the <Lash of Allah' 
lady, and he shall come in time." 
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He left Tristrenand went towards the Patban woman, 
and a rapid dialogue in the hill dialect passed between 
them. 

The woman listened with lowered eyes and the 
statuesque immobility of her race. 

When Yakoub finished speaking, she raised her head 
and muttered a few short sentences : 

He nodded, and gracefully twisting her yashmak round 
her head, she quickly approached Tristren and kneeling, 
lightly touched her mistress's hand with her lips thereby 
denoting her readiness to serve Yakoub's '' lady "to all 
issues. 

He turned to Tristren once more. 

" Gulbeyez is true, loyal, and trustworthy lady. She 
knows a little English and a little French and my lady 
knows a little Persian. It is the best we can do, and, it 
will not be for long." 

Tristren was silent. She felt a strong dislike to 
Yakoub's departure, natural enough under the circum- 
stances. But things could not jog in that country, and 
time did not loiter up there in the clouds. 

He was right. There was nothing else to be done. 
Her prescience and his powers for synthesis told them 
both that for the safety of the cantonments and for her 
own, outer co-operative aid must not lag on the road to 
Gilzerat. No soldiers from Simla — ^no Governmental 
threats or manifestoes could hold the hillmen in check 
like the apparition on their heights of those unit spies in 
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their strange garb; while the sighting of that flying white 
squad would damp and stay their maddest Suiatical 
frenzy, and drive them home sober and subdued — in 
abject terror of its leader. 

Soy Tristren let Yakoub go, and when the valley 
vapours climbed the crags and filled the mountain 
crannies and gorges — a single horseman in a cream 
coloured dress of soft clinging woollen stuff, sprang from 
point to point and up the passes with a steady eye and 
directing hand and heel which knew neither swerve nor 
frdter, 

A defile road opened between two massy overhanging 
rocks and — ^urging his animal down its declivious way, 
the horseman disappeared amongst the mists. 



DAMIAN GIER 253 



XXXII 

Diana Quemham sat moody and alone. The light of 
a tall oil lamp threw into strong relief the growing hard- 
ness—almost fierce, set of her beautiful features. The 
golden hair fell in towzled masses of fiEtsdnation, as of yore 
upon her shapely neck, and the negligent grace of her 
form and the droop of the head and the Call of the rounded 
statuesque limbs were as captivating here in stormy, 
implacable Gilzerat as in peaceful, fawning London. It 
was in the lines of the mouth and eyes and the conse- 
quent jaw-squaring and brow-pucker, that Diana's 
personal decadence lay. A reddish wolfish ray, curiously 
reminiscent of its like gleam in the eyes of Fedor Stehn— 
the true indication of a passionate, sensual, cruel, unscrup- 
ulous, and, at goad, foolhardy temperament — glinted 
furtively from beneath her long curled lashes. 

Her white hand still clutched and tore the pendant 
prettinesses of her dress and the dress itself was still a 
modistic art — but the old Diana Gautrey, who had 
crept to Hugh de Monasterys for advice and support was 
dead and buried on the crossway of Destiny, leaving in 
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her stead this callous scheming creature who alternately 
cursed her mentor for his counsel and herself for her folly 
in following the lead of a hellish infatuation — and his 
bidding. 

The tapestry at the end of the bare wide chamber 
lifted and a man entered unannounced. 

Diana indolently raised her eyes and lowered them 
again with an indifference and a curl of the lips which 
might have roused the intruders actual resentment had 
he allowed his feelings surface play. As it was, he 
moved to her side and seating himself with the license of 
frequent intercourse, raised the hanging hand to his lips 
with the natural gesture and gallantry of the non-Briton : 

''Dear Lady Quemham has news for me?" he 
murmured interrogatively. 

Diana again languidly lifted her eyes to his face. 

" No, Count I Sir Brandon is adamant. I can 
discover nothing." 

*' Ah — ^no. Sir Brandon is close 7 To be close with 
such a paragon a man must be a very miracle of stupidity 
—or — ^the exemplar diplomatist. I do not think our 
good Sir Brandon is the last. He is blind and deaf to 
the captivation, the cajoleries, of an angel, so he must be 
the first, eh 7 " 

Fedor Stehn grinned, and even the cheek of Diana 
Quemham had the grace to deepen in tint, as she heard 
her good misused husband so contemptuously twitted 
by this smirking Russian. 
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Her lip curled again, and she said : 

*' I am sorry I cannot help you. I have told you I can 
discover nothing." 

"Ah no I " he spoke, in the same tone as befDre " but 
chance is the friend of those who love as I do, and as 
Lady Quemham ought to be able to (ah I the lowest of 
her admirers laments the waste of Lady Quemham ! ") 

Stehn leaned forward and impressively tapping Diana's 
arm with his dexter finger muttered. 

*' Our little friend of the Balata is a spy." 

« What 1 Tristren de Monasterys I Nonsense ! the best 
blood in England! the oldest — ^the purest 1 Her ancestry 
would rise in horror at the suggestion." 

It was very English. It was very emphatic and it 
made Fedor Stehn laugh outright. 

'* Pardon, pardon — ^but your innocence is funny. Dear 
lady I Think you that dead folk bias the obedience — ^the 
devotion of love ? " 

Diana made an irritable movement and the heightened 
colour and flashing eye spoke eloquently of her indigna- 
tion at his manner and ridicule. 

" Love 1 love I psha ! count, you are a very troubadour 
with your everlasting ditty of love." 

** It is the minstrelsy of life, dear lady." 

Fedor Stehn became serious, lowered his voice still 
deeper and was more impressive : 

*' If a certain amber eyed warrior — ^the most magnifi- 
cent man I have seen and the worthiest foe my sword 
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has crossed — had taught la belle Gautrey its song, 
Mother of God I she would have trilled it like a wood 
bird, but — ^he taught it co the dark haired bas bleu instead. 
Cold, insensate, niarvellous Gier I " 

Diana Quemham threw up her head with the sudden 
action of one who has received a blow. Her £ace flushed 
a deep crimson, which ebbed into a greyish pallor. 
When she spoke, her voice sounded thick and husky, and 
her enunciation was slow and difficult : 

" What— do— you — ^mean ? •* 

Fedor Stehn's lip curled at the transparency of this 
woman who could not hide her heart from him. He 
would not have given the value of an ounce of gunpowder 
for the love of a creature whose soul he could read like 
an open book. 

The recollection of that half-cynical, half-pitying, 
wholly mysterious smile, which had met his negotiations 
at the Balata, of the silent, un£athomable woman whose 
thoughts and objects he had so unsuccessfully tried to 
probe ; ranged itself beside this easy prey, and the assur- 
ance of Tristren's devotion to Damian Gier sharpened 
his virulence and pointed his crafty project. 

Smothering, in himself, all exterior expression of those 
passions whose open displayal he despised in poor Diana 
Quemham he bent his head, to hide the shadow of his 
contempt and when he again looked at her his features 
wore the placid expression of one who has told the truth, 
and knows it 
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He answered her qaestion of four words in a smooth 
tone of conviction. 

''The infatuation of Sir Damian Gier for Miss de 
Monasterys was a current topic in London when I left 
ity" he said. "Sir Brandon knows. He will tell you. 
His mother would of course be the ' harmless, necessary 
cat' of the occasion. Sir Damian Gier left London 
suddenly on Christmas Eve. I thought at the time that 
Miss de Monasterjrs had refused him as she refused me. 
But I— don't think so now." 

The woman he was talking to, writhed. He could see 
the torture he was inflicting and he enjoyed it. Cruelty 
is as indigenous to the Sclav character as its sentimen- 
tality, and Fedor Stehn was distinctly racial. 

She filled the pause with the same husky unnatural 
voice and her fingers and features twitched convulsively. 

" If it was current topic, why did I not hear of it ? I 
heard most things." 

Fedor Stehn smiled a superior smile. 

" Ah, no. Miss Gautrey was in love too, on the eve 
of her own marriage with our amiable Sir Brandon — ^why 
do beautiful wise Englishwomen love such heavy bucolic 
good-natured " monumental " Englishmen 7 — and would 
be of course, entirely absorbed by her own happiness. 
But I — ah 1 dear Lady Quemham I You are in Paradise I 
You know not the pangs of despised love, of the spumed 
heart, of the knowledge of a rival, of the murderous 
temptations of a passionate, jealous nature." 
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He made his handsome eyes flash and his well trained 
voice thrill with the intensity of his emotion. He 
maliciously ignored the hell which was visibly raging in 
the woman before him and went on, with egotistical 
fluency: 

" I heard of the Great Gier in the Balkans and on the 
Karpathians. Then I heard — for it was our policy to 
watch his movements — ^that he had crossed the Black Sea 
into Asia and I heard what surprised me 1 that he was 
travelling quite alone, without his favourite attendant, a 
Pathan of the tribe of the Sirdar Gul Abduraman Kan, a 
man of good family and much influence among his people, 
like all who follow Gier. When the Chinese trouble 
broke out, and the White Guides inspanned, this man was 
still absent. He is a brave soldier and a wary scout and 
has been Gier*s lieutenant on many important missions. 
It was our object to discover the whereabouts of Yakoub 
Pashvar, and yesterday as I suggested just now, chance 
favoured me and I saw him." 

" Where ? " 

<* In the garden of the Balata. He is the attendant and 
protector of its lady, and, it speaks much for the enchant- 
ment of Damian Gier and more for his policy that he has 
dispensed with the valuable services of his inestimable 
henchman to place them at the disposal of the woman he 
loves and sought in London and whom he has brought 
here, to be alone with him among these hill solitudes." 

Verily Fedor Stehn was a master in pathognomy. He 
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played with adroit finesse upon those human instruments 
which responded to his manipulation, while he despised 
them for their amenability. He looked at the sensational 
tumult, surging plain to his eye, in the mind of this 
inpetuous woman and watched the quick creeping of the 
fire he had lit, with the satisfaction of a connoisseur in 
intaglio who lights on a valuable cameo ; or of a soldier 
who feels a steel tempered to his taste. He waited for 
her to speak and when she did, her raucous stifled tone 
startled even him. 

** Are you sure of what you are saying 7 " she said. 

Fedor Stehn smiled again; 

'* Sure ! What so sure as the eyes of your despised 
love ? I have confessed to you. Lady Quemham, that 
I love Tristren de Monasterys to distraction. That in 
London I shadowed her, that in Gilzerat I would conquer 
her. Could my impressions be false ? No, else Nature 
is a huge lie ! And, as to Pashvar, — Mother of God 1 he 
has given us too much trouble for me not to know him 
when I see him.'* 

He stopped, to see the effect of his communication upon 
her. She was leaning her elbow on the table beside her 
and her round chin upon her hand ! The hurricane had 
passed, leaving a settled scheme of devastation on its 
track. In those few moments, the last silver thread of 
womanhood had tarnished and fused, as the similitive 
metal itself under pungent acid. The thought of another 
woman winning, wearing, the love of Damian Gier was 
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intolerable. He had bewitched, enchanted her, her weak- 
ness had capitulated sans reserve, and the involuntary ex- 
position, which might well have cured a colder nature, 
had intensified the attraction while it corrupted its source 
and relegated and diseased the healthy if wholly sensual 
primary passion into that class of sensation which 
explains the absorbing domination of the abnormal and 
unnatural on the lower mind. That this man whose form 
filled her ideal of masculine beauty and who was extra- 
ordinary in nature and repute, should lavish a love which 
she could not win with all her charms, upon a woman 
whom she had been accustomed to deride as a " dowdy 
blue stocking," this Penthesilea of the black robe, was 
insufferable. 

In that instant while her pretty head rested on her 
pretty hand she knew how much she detested Tristren 
de Monasterys, how well and thoroughly she could hate 
Damian Gier, hate him for his repulse, destroy him for 
his repudiation. In matter of fact England these feelings 
might have died of inanition and expended themselves 
on their subject, but here in this region of romance, such 
shadows became substance and stalked, clothed and 
tangible, in every street and square. It was easy to plot 
rapine and murder, theft, abduction, revenge, among the 
Gilzis, with Fedor Stehn, untrammelled by convention, 
as coimsellor and whip. 

With lowered lids she spoke in a low voice. *<You 
say that chance has given you the information you 
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wished me to glean from Sir Brandon ? What can I 
do?" 

Fedor Stehn ran his fingers through the curls on the 
top of his head — 

" Ah I lady, you can help me to win — ^to conquer the 
great, the implacable Gier ! Fancy the woman I adore 
to madness in the arms of Gier ! The thought is despair 
-damnation ! " 

He sprang up and paced the room, again furtively 
marking the effect of his speech. 

She spoke in the same low tone and asked the same 
question. 

" What can I do further ? " 

The Russian resumed his seat and his confidential 
manner. 

*' You can help me to take her away from him," he said. 

" What ? literally ? carry her ofl ? 

He nodded and shrugged his shoulders. 

" It is easy, very easy I Though the Kara Pass, over 
the mountains, on the Tartar side and there we are ! " 

He smirked at himself in an ornamental mirror which 
reflected his handsome face. 

''She will soon forget the amber eyed warrior, the 
great White Chief I Bah!" 

" How is this to be accomplished ? " inquired Diana 
slowly. 

" You will help me ? " he flashed at her. 

" If— I — can" she said more slowly still. 
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** Of course you can" he decided with his oblique smile. 
"You can make me happy — ^and — ^for the lady — ^Sweet 
friend ! remember that Herselia loved Romulus by and 
bye although he ran away with her. Listen yet again. 
She must be induced to leave the Balata and come into 
the Residency." 

" Why ? " asked Diana quickly " the Balata facilitates 
your purpose. It is lonely — unprotected ! " 

Fedor Stehn spoke with the serenity of superior 
knowledge. 

" She is safer in the Balata than if she was hidden in 
the Kulan Mosque. No Gilzi will touch it. The place 
is sanctuary. She must be here, with you ; and I can 
accomplish my object by artifice and not by force. That 
is imdesirable, in the present state of Frontier politics. 
The whole thing will be quiet and smooth as a Vesper 
hymn if dear Lady Quemham will but take my advice." 

" Give it me." 

"You will give me your word to secrecy, and co- 
operation 7 " 

" If possible — ^practicable." 

" It is quite possible, quite practicable, and no one 
will know but ourselves. You will give me your promise." 

She bent her head. 

« Yes." 

He gracefully raised her fingers to his lips; hiding 
thereby the transient gleam of victory in his eyes ; and 
rose: 
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" You have made me your debtor through the ages" 
he said with specious grandiloquence " Dear lady ! I tear 
myself away in sorrow. I may have to leave Gilzerat, 
for the moment takes me away, but you shall hear from 
me — and the Englishwoman's word is indeed her bond. 
I rely on you with the faith of a child. Farewell ! " 
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XXXIII 

Twenty four hours after Yakoub Pashvar rode up the 
slopes, an intimation, amounting to a command was 
conveyed to Tristren de Monasterys, initially by Sir 
Brandon Quemham's secretary and afterwards, in conse- 
quence of her refusal, by himself in person, that it would 
be desirable for her to leave the Balata and take up her 
temporary residence within the cantonments. 

At first Tristren strenuously opposed this measure. 
She would face all danger alone, with but the frail pro- 
tection of the woman Gulbeyez. Yakoub had signified 
this as the wiser course. She must wait at the Balata. 

But the idea had been insinuated into Brandon's head 
of the peril of her loneliness. On the £ace of circumstancoi 
it was more than hazardous for a brave beautiful young 
Englishwoman to stay in the little stone house with no 
assistance, in time of need, save a Pathan attendant of 
her own sex— of— in Brandon's mind, the dubious 
reliability of her race. An idea once safely grounded in 
Brandon's head became conviction ; resistance strength- 
ened the conviction, and made Brandon aggressively 
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determined in his course ; and in the end Tristren found 
herself in a quandary. Either she must go unwillingly 
to the Residency, or she must submit to the guard of a 
contingent drawn from the governmental military pro- 
tectorate, already attenuated, and inadequate if opposed 
to strong assault. 

This last proposition was altogether distasteful and un- 
necessary, but knowing the temper of the Envoy by her 
characteristically quick discernment it decided Tristren. 

With a heavy heart and an inquenchable foreboding 
of trouble, a prescience which no amount of Quernhamic 
optimism could crush, she left the Balata and sought an 
umwilling refuge under the silken wing of the bird of 
Paradise who ruled the English clique in Gilzerat. 

Gulbeyez, silent, watchful and assiduously attentive, 
followed Tri^en, in full possession of her mistress's 
prejudice to the movement, and after the first hours in 
Sir Brandon and Lady Quemham's society — the quondam 
lady of the Balata became curiously interested in the 
apparently unaccountable behaviour of this handsome 
Pathan woman. Unnoticed by any save herself, and 
certainly not by the object of the attentions ; Tristren 
remarked that Gulbeyez seemed bent upon shadowing 
Diana. 

The customary lax habits of the hill country brought 
masters and dependents much more in close touch than 
in the more formal and ceremonious West. The pre- 
valent Indian idea of merely mechanical automatic 
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service obtained here, and the vigilant, constant presence 
of Gulbeyez near Diana, passed unnoticed. 

Having complied with the custom of social decorum 
Tristren retired to her chamber, situated in a curious but 
welcome isolation, and it was nearly two hours before the 
heavy tapestry which alone divided it from the rest of the 
building, lifted, and Gulbeyez made her noiseless 
impervious appearance. 

Tristren looked at this kinswoman of the tribe of Gul 
Abdurraman Kan, to glean some account of her where- 
abouts and action during the interim, but Gulbeyez was 
well schooled in the facial discipline of her country-folk 
and she met the inquiring look of Miss de Monasterys with 
eyes as fathomless as her own and the vacuous expres- 
sion of a fine image dexterously moulded in tawny wax : 

«< Where have you been ? " asked Tristren quickly in 
French 1 the safest lingual ground on which these two 
could meet. 

'* On my lady's service " answered Gulbeyez. 

" Does my service take you away from me for hours ? " 
her mistress went on with a touch of severity in her voice. 

** In the Balata, no. In the Residency, yes " replied 
the Pathan imperturbably. 

Tristen heaved a quick, sharp sigh. 

<< There is evil in the air of this place" she said 
spontaneously ** Gulbeyez, I wish I had not come. Why 
are you weaving mystery directly we are here ? " 

The tone in which the Pathan answered was impassive 
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and its slow gravity commanded Tristren*s surprise and 
respect. 

. " The mystery, lady, is not of my weaving. Wicked 
men and foolish women are the black threads in Allah's 
weft of Life and Destiny. Watchful folk draw them in 
its thrums, and through their destruction, light is seen in 
theveU." 

Tristren bent her head in a surprise which it would 
have been unwise to portray. 

Philosophy and metaphor in this frontier city and from 
a tribes-woman ! Verily is the East the home of wisdom 
— the land of the Sages, the house of folly, and the nest 
of idolatry, tyranny, serfdom, and ignorant credulity. 

The free and easy carriage of Gtdbeyez was the " out- 
ward show '* of a free and easy mind and the serious 
pensive eyes which steadily fixed Tristren's own, were 
lamps shining on a rich potential mental soil. Yet she 
was but a type, and a common type of her race, with the 
possibilities latent but hidden in the narrow life of her 
sisters, somewhat expanded by a youthful expatriation 
from her childhood's mountains. 

The time came after when Tristren de Monasterys 
knew more of these women and she found many with the 
pellucid and speculative appreciation of Gulbeyez of the 
tribe of the Sirdar Gul Abdurraman Kan. 

She showed now no sign of remark but spoke quietly : 

<* You have suspicions I You have lighted on mischief I 
Won't you tell me what it is ? " 
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Gulbeyez shrugged her shoulders. 

" I know what my people know, lady and — I place re- 
liance on signs and tokens. The Eltchi is a lion with the 
head of an ass I The Feringhee woman with the daylight 
eyes hath a head on which the hot sun hath shone. Such 
women make good tools for schemers who cut themselves 
with tempered steel. Molten metal is pliant." 

** Do you think there is trouble in store for my people 
Gulbeyez ? " 

The Pathan answered impassively : 

" The Gilzis run the streets crying * Jehad ' in Allah's 
name. When men hate in Allah's name there is blood- 
shed and strife. The enforced presence of the Feringhees 
in Gilzerat is an insult to the treaty of its Sirdar and his 
master which they cover by a smile. When a lord of my 
race smiles, there's death behind. Abbas Kan plots with 
the Sclav. The Sclav plots with the woman with the 
daylight eyes and the Eltchi carries the viper in his 
bosom. Is there peril, think you, lady ? '* 

" How do you know this ? " demanded Tristren, for the 
woman's words were a reflection upon her countrywoman. 

" I watch and listen " responded Guleyez briefly. 

** But Count Stehn has gone away." 

Gulbeyez smiled obliquely. 

<< He is not far — ^and his spies are many. Abbas Kan 
uses him as he uses the Feringhee woman and looks fair 
upon both until the blood runs. The time is ripe and the 
Great White Chief is on the mountains." 
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Tristren's veins throbbed. 

" How do you know ? " she cried quickly. 

Gulbeyez answered calmly. 

<* My tribe salutes Gier-el-resked, and this moon sees 
strife in Gilzerat. The soldier from the south has been 
hoaxed and lumed back. The woman of the Eltchi 
receives letters from the Sclav, she serves her own anger 
and is the blind creature of the Sirdar through her vices, 
and the Sclav loves my lady" 

Tristren sprang to her feet. 

" Psha ! What does that signify ? " 

No feature moved and no expression showed her mental 
depth save the possible deepening of the gravity in her 
eyes as the Pathan answered. 

" Death lady I destruction to you and yours ! and the 
vengeance of the great White Chief ! Nay, Yakoub was 
forced to tell me much so I might watch and know the 
pointing fingers. I know that my lady of the Night is 
the houri of the great White Chief and that the Sclav 
fool crosses his great will. Yakoub bid me watch here 
well for he warned me the Eltchi would, in his error, 
bring you hither. And he warned me that, when your 
footstep crossed the Eltchi's threshold, the Sclav would 
smile, but Abbas Kan would laugh.*' 

Tristren raised her hand impatiently. " Your Eastern 
mind runs in lateral lines. Tell me plainly, why do you 
connect Diana, Lady Quemham, with these miserable 
plots ? " 
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The answer of Gulbeyez evinced her claim to lateral- 
ness more than ever. 

** When wine is corked in a flawed vessel, it ferments 
and froths into other men's jars ! " 

*^ Your suspicions are guess work ? " 

" Not entirely so," replied Gulbeyez evenly. " I will 
speak, and my lady can judge, in her wisdom, of my 
truth and the hopes of her people." 

She spoke — slowly, deliberately, and succinctly as was 
her wont, and her Eastern imperviability added the 
weight of manner to her deductions in the naturally 
sceptical but circumstantially vincible mind of her listener. 

''After the Vakeel* of the Tsar had discovered 
my lady in the Balata — a strange man shadowed 
its precincts. Watchfulness, a never relaxing care were 
impressed upon me by Yakoub and after remarking this 
strange man's frequent presence near the Balata, I spoke 
to him. The reason he gave for his appearance was 
harmless and his speech was peaceful — ^but — ^lady, the 
man was Gilzan only in dress — his voice, face^ and 
carriage were Tartar. 1 told Yakoub, and he watched. 
When the stranger came again Yakoub saw without 
being seen, and he knew this man. In his turn he 
shadowed the shadow to his place by the side of the 
Vakeel of the Tsar — ^for he was his lieutenant. When 
Yakoub decided to find Gier-el-resked, he bade me beware 
of the Eltchi's lady. He said there was death in the 

*Ambanador. 
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Eltchi's house and a serpent on bis hearth. The guides 
of Gier are ghosts, lady, and the news they carried to 
Yakoub is true. The "lash of Allah" touches these 
Gilzis lightly at most times and seasons, but when they 
sin and it falls, it cuts to the bone and flings the flesh to 
the winds: 

^' But still, all this is surmise," interpolated Tristren 
dubiously. 

Gulbeyez went on as if her mistress had not spoken. 

"To-night, I saw this Tartar Chief again — in the 
garden beside the Eltchi's lady's Zenana. And she was 
speaking to him. I angered her by my approach and she 
bade me b^one in haste — ^but I heard their speech. It 
was French — quick — ^muttered as the speech of treachery, 
and that which passed from hand to hand was the traitor's 
gage," 

"What was it?" 

"A key!" 



272 THE REDEMPTION OF 



XXXIV 

What did it mean? Had such slight premises a 
meaning worth consideration? The even judgment of 
Tristren de Monasterys prompted her to scout the de- 
ductions of her servitors, as unwarrantable and libellous 
— ^yet — straws scud before the wind — and Diana was the 
impetuous heedless creature of impulse who is clay in the 
fingers of a crafty potter. 

" What was best to do ? 

She sat in helpless contemplation. 

If she spoke to Brandon — ^his exact decision might lead 
up a cul de sac of groundless suspicion. Brandon 
wanted more than mere surmise to make him take active 
measures. 

In this wasteland — ^this home of Nature's refuse and 
offal — treachery — ^falsehood — ignorance — ^and rapine— 
where 'Allah's' name was the base of Evil and the 
impetus to unbridled passion — Tristren de Monasterys — 
intellectual aggregate and epitome of faix thought and 
clear reason, impregnable by the force of its earnest 
search for the True and Right, was as out of place as 
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blooming childhood in a charnal. Such a shooting star 
might force its way in time and patience through the 
dark clouds of superstition and hell-bom faction, its 
radiance may raze the Jericho- walls of fanaticism and 
tyrannical despotism. It does so, always, and, in after- 
time this woman's influence spread as only woman's 
power can spread, over that gloomy land, by its right 
of selection, imder the changeless law of fit survival — 
but, she knew, as she sat there in doubt and uncertainty 
that this must be in time and favourable weather and 
that now immediate help must stem the storm. 

She longed, as in her love : such love as is unique, and 
mighty to move the universe to its command : she had 
never yet yearned, for the presence, aid, advice and 
strong hand of the strange master of that love, the 
cursed creature she had followed, Orpheus like, to 
snatch from a self-sought and wilful perdition. 

Through the world, green and corrupt, fair and foul 
in gloam and dawn, by sun and shade, she had tracked 
this living satyr of old Attic pantheism, this royal daemon, 
this reckless, wise, sanguinary, powerful, implacable, 
terrible, lovable beauty ! This glorious natural 
conundrum I 

What had his own mad flight-impulse brought upon 
him ? Into what wild waters had the sacred undercurrent 
of his divinity flowed ? What sullied stream had bemired 
the dear blue Indus of his perfect manhood? That 
celestial river of impeccable integrity as real and existent 
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in her mind as is the mysterious invisible water-course 
which underlies the Ganges in the mind of the devout 
Hindu. 

She flung out her arms, and rested her dark shining 
head upon them, with an aching void of lack and stress 
in her heart. She wanted Damian Gier ! Gier-el-resked 
— the Great 1 the invincible 1 Who held these mountains 
in the palm of his panic-dealing hand 1 Who, over the 
ignorant and terrorised, flung the unguessed spell of a 
power gathered from the most powerful and beautiful 
creature of the genus camivora stifiened and extended a 
thousandfold in his magnificent humanity. 

This was Tristren's — ^to tame, to redeem, to place? 
She raised her head and even in the midst of her trouble 
and incertitude, a smile curled about her small, dose, 
well curved mouth, and she softly caught a single hair, 
which strayed upon the table. 

** Sweetheart 1 You are Gier the great 1 of world-wide 
fame! — ^and I am Tristren the wanderer, the unknown, 
yet, see you, my precious ! I'll drive you and train you, 
with this tiny tube, growing on the head which means to 
pillow itself upon your breast at the end of its pilgrimage 
— ^in spite of crooked policy, Diana Quemham, the mad 
Gilzis— fire— steel — rampant, diseased Islamism, or any 
conceivable impediment aye, even death — for, my 
Damian ! — ^if I die by a tribesman's tulwar or krise, I 
shall carry you to that lonely star where your lips first 
met mine, and there we shall be together for the moment 
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of Eternity. In the meantime I don't mean to die by a 
tulwar, if I can help it — so, here goes to test the solid 
practicality of the British resident in Gilzerat If I 
fail with him — ^through lack of persuasion — ^if he fJEuls 
through lack of means — and it is true that you are in 
yonder frowning range — Come I for I want you I " 

She stamped her foot as if he had been in the room — 
in her presence, amenable to her will, and the sound 
echoes returned from the comers of the low, long chamber 
almost Uke a distant signal-cry. 

The tapestry dropped behind her and she sought Sir 
Brandon Quemham. 

• • • • • 

The months which had elapsed since Brandon 
Quemham was rescued by Damian Gier from the rough 
usage of the Metropolitan birds of prey had held for him 
stern factors of change. The good humoured lines about 
his somewhat heavy mouth were tightening into the 
wrinkles and cuts of frequent annoyance. His bright 
blue eyes where the kindly optimistic gleam lay latent, 
less frequently transmitted it, and the sharp vascular 
glance of suspicion often took its place. Yet, withal, 
had Brandon's wilfulness of reasoning strengthened. 
Men found him more obstinate than of yore, and harder 
to convince. The spell to square this rapidly warping 
character was still Diana's. How was she working it 7 
Would her incantations raise Samuel or the devil ? 

He received Tristren with more accentuated kindness 
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than was his wont to bestow and he heard her carefully 
worded and discreetly conveyed warnings with his 
customary perfunctoriness — slow to doubt, to act on 
surmise, to disturb an apparently * safe ' state of things. 
Brandon was a cunctator of the worst sort. The deliberator 
is wise when he is discriminate. The deliberator is a fool 
when he rejects inference of mischief from a trustworthy 
source, in a land breathing treachery and insubordination. 
Brandon wanted further proof of the foundation of her 
fears from Tristren, whom he believed in as a trustworthy 
source, and whose judgments he verbally relied upon. 
But, our actions do not always jump with our speech, 
and Brandon demurred and wanted to know Miss de 
Monasterys* reasons for apprehension, which reasons Miss 
de Monasterys obviously did not choose to give him — ^for 
who cares to crush the already seared heart of a friend ? 

Yet she allowed his disdain of her demurment to show. 

** If you were a soldier you would see the necessity for 
augmented caution,*' she said. 

" If I were a soldier I should see the necessity for 
augmented caution very often where there was none — 
and be supine and inert where help was needed. They 
are all like that," returned Sir Brandon, with the civil 
agent's characteristic contempt for his military colleagues. 
*< Look at Maudsley ! He ought to be here ! Where is 
he?" 

Tristren replied categorically. 

** It is better to be careful than to be caught like a rat 
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in a hole. Remember the Khyber whose every rock 
strata phantoms blood and clamours requital for murder. 
I have told you General Maudsley has been turned back 
by a trick. He'll get through all right, but it is delay 
and you must hold your ground until he comes. Don't 
look at me in that incredulous way — and don*t tease for 
foundations. While you are grovelling in its trenches — 
the building is falling about your ears. When I said I 
wished you were a soldier, I didn't mean any fellow who 
wears a peaked cap and carries gold braid on his coat, 
but — I mean a real commander — a leader — ^like — Julius 
Caesar — or Damian Gier. 

Brandon snorted — ^and a dark flush suffused his puffy 
face. She should have omitted the name of his foster 
brother if she wished to enlist Brandon's co-operation and 
sympathy. 

What passed between Brandon and his wife was 
sacred, it is true, but it is certain that Damian Gier had 
grown through circumstances into an unsavoury skeleton 
between them. He knew why Tristren had come to 
Gilzerat, and he tacitly aided her by his protection and 
countenance, but it was out of the stores of his good- 
nature and careless indifference to other people's motives 
and for no love of either, or interest in the development 
of the strange case of which Tristren de Monasterys had 
constituted herself appellant and pleader in the supreme 
court of destiny — ruled by its pontifex maximus — ^the 
determining will. 
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Her emphasis and her directness in denying him a 
proof, while she so earnestly affirmed the tenability of her 
position, together with the respect in which he held her — 
forced her case with Brandon Quemham sufficiently for 
him to promise greater care in the defence of the 
Residency and more alertness than usual on the part of 
its watchers. For the rest, he shrugged his shoulders : 

" I'm sorry I can't come up with either of your heroes 
in your estimation as an emergency man but rumours of 
death and disaster are always flying about here," he said. 
" It is the custom of the country and the breath of its 
nostrils. I will take every precaution to see that you are 
safe in time of danger. Miss de Monasteiys. Meanwhile 
go to bed and forget that we are living in a nest of 
fanaticism, treachery — ^and— diplomacy. 
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XXXV 

The Gilzerat cantonments were composed of an 
octangular pile of buildings with lateral wings, reared of 
flint slabs and earth mortar. The original owner of the 
Residency had been a powerful sirdar or kan and the 
outworks of the structure were the abode of his henchmen, 
slaves and dependents, while the arms growing out of the 
sturdy centre block possibly comprised the lodgment of 
his immediate attendants and his Zenana. The whole 
mass of masonry was surrounded on all sides by a high 
flint slab wall enclosing a courtyard — a wall whose 
height, depth and bristling cheveaux-de-frise made it a 
formidable barrier, and a tolerably safe vantage point of 
defence. 

This capable set of buildings had been won from the 
acting Sirdar of Gilzerat with considerable difiBculty and 
much persuasion, and the viceroy conceded unreservedly 
in this particular matter, the conclusive power of 
** Gier-el-resked's " unique mode of argument. 

<*Without treachery and with vigilant guard and careful 
management the Presidency is practically impregnable." 
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So had spoken Damian Gier months before — and with 
a parenthetical condemnation of the foolish policy which 
had stored ammunition and food-stuffs in a small high 
tower at a distance from the citadel with easily suspended 
communications— the ablest practical eye must have 
acknowledged its security. 

" Without treachery;' quoth the " lash of Allah," and 
his sharp yellow eyes had rested, in fact and memory, on 
a narrow low postern hidden in the thickness of the high 
flint wall. 

" Once through that^ — ^the rest is child's-play," « Gier- 
el-resked ' had observed, and had followed his observation 
with a minute to the effect that the little inlet should be 
built up. 

The minute had been duly considered and duly thrown 
out as an unnecessary precaution, as unnoticed egress 
from the Residency demanded its use as a convenience. 

Gier, who, in an unconscious spirit of vaticintion had 
laid great stress upon the danger of this little gate — 
shrugged his shoulders — expanded his delicate nostrils, 
as if scenting rolling land and distant prey, and bestriding 
his white charger, Jehanari — took himself far from the 
decision of the Indian Executive and the possibilities of 
the Gilzerat postern. 

The room assigned to Tristren de Monasterys was 
situated in the western lateral wing of the Residency, at 
some distance from the chief offices, lonely and apart. 
It opened on to a corridor, a narrow lobby leading to a 
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door, a flight of steps and another door in the outer 
wall, bringing the passer into the courtyard close by the 
dubious gateway — dark and sinister, like all secret things. 

It was commentable that Tristren*s thoughts upon 
Gulbeyez's tale of Diana Quemham and the key, should 
persistently associate themselves with this door. 

" She never could be such a fool," she muttered, ** and 
why ? " 

And intuition had answered that Diana Quemham at 
the white heat of emotion, would be fool enough for 
anything. So £ar her intuition assured her, and bringing 
her up against the blank wall of unanswerable query as 
to the causation and rationality of Diana Quemham's 
conduct, it left her there staring out of her window, afraid 
to sleep or rest — Glistening to the measured tread of the 
strengthened sentry-patrol, and alertly watching — ^watch- . 
ing that black dismal little door. 

The silence about her pulsated with hidden prognostic 
of unimaginable things. All the histories of crime and 
treachery — ^true, false and exaggerated, crowded into her 
mind, and all the stories of the frenzied doings of these 
madmen — ^the offal of a bloody creed — a religion which, 
ab initio^ coerced men with sword and slaughter — chased 
each other through her brain with appaling distinctness 
and concise memory of detaiL 

Again her arms leaned on the sill of the pushed open 
casement, so narrow and high — whose thick coarse glass 
wryed Nature? Again her head fell forward, and her 
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soul, like a meteor of hope, rising from the gulf of physical 
despair, soared unvoiced on the wings of the night, and 
those air waves which catch and hold the thoughts too 
intense for verbal formation, carried her desire by 
Nature's unspeakable telephony. 

" Damian Gier ! I want you." 

The packing silver sheened clouds chased athwart the 
vault of ethereal space from the deepening face of the 
moon ; reddening in her disc as if to reflect the hue of a 
danmable nameless deed— conceived, bom, and reared in 
the night of nescient wrath. Those flying piles of vapour 
left in their track lurid ripples and rivers of flame and 
storm, as if, forsooth, high heaven held hurricane to square 
with man's falsehood and revenge. 

The even tramp of the sentry pointed the stillness with 
distressing regularity ! and Tristren found herself listen- 
ing to his beat with that agonising interest with which 
the strained watcher invests trifles. 

Her head ached and her eyes felt seared and sleepy 
with the intensity of attraction held by that gloomy portal 
fronting her window. 

The eyes of a cat discern in the darkness, and the eyes 
of a human being evolve in the gloom. Had her eyes 
evolved that sudden, momentary glimmer as of an im- 
prisoned moon-beam, through the blackened wood of the 
suspicious door 7 Was it imagination — or did the outline 
of a man TMlly scurry into shade beneath the flint slab 
wall? 
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Her blood rushed into Tristren's eyeballs, leaving her 
limbs cold and rigid, immovable in an unspeakable 
instant of fear I Was it shadow or substance ? Over- 
strung fancy prone to raise terrors, or, the swift open- 
ing of that wretched little gate, and the quick entrance of 
a man? 

The soldier's footsteps passed with the echoes, and, 
Tristren left her window — ^the life once more vitalizing 
her active energies in the assurance that the postern had 
again opened, admitting a moonray and — a human being. 

Gulbeyez was not dreaming of treason! Her own 
fears were justified, and — she must rouse Sir Brandon 
Quemham. 

Her first impulse was to rouse Gulbeyez herself; who 
slept near. 

The Pathan sprang into consciousness with an im- 
mediate activity unusual in Eastern women, who are 
helpless as infants in troublous times. 

<< Gulbeyez," hissed Tristren, <* There's something 
amiss. 

" Aye, lady ! I look for it," muttered the woman, and 
Tristren told her what she had seen. 

**1 will venture into the courtyard and apprise the 
sentinels, and you — " 

" Hush I go I — I will find the envoy." 

Gulbeyez silently pointed down the passage to where it 
was divided by a thick oaken door, guarded on the inside 
by a Goorkha guard, and sped upon her own errand down 
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the flight of stone steps which led» past another sentry, 
into the courtyard. 

Tristren hurried to the massive door and imperatively 
rapped. It was opened by the watchful Indian guardian 
and to him, in rapid meretricious Hindustani, the English- 
woman conveyed her fears. They were, in the Goorkha's 
mind, when it grasped Tristren's halting jumble of 
Anglo-Hindu, sufficiently palpable and grounded for him 
to allow her to pass through this door which led to the 
Eltchi*s apartments. 

Her rapid feet took her on and would probably have 
deposited her by the side of Brandon Quemham but — 
they were suddenly paralyzed and stopped by a sound — 
or rather, a series of sounds — ^which sent the blood cours- 
ing through her veins — then caught and held it in re- 
frigerating fear. 

Shouts, shots, groans, cries and clamour from the 
Courtyard — and from the room she sought — ^a shriek 
which pierced the din like the self-condemnation of a 
damned soul. 
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XXXVI 

There were watchers that night m the British Residency 
at Gilzerat, other than the quondam Lady of the Balata. 
Diana, Lady Quemham — ^with the restlessness of con- 
scious guilt, kept uneasy vigil — and, enveloped in wraps 
and fiirs — ^temporally disdained her couch, keeping cease- 
less ward, as far as limited vision could do, upon that 
important comer of the large Court which contained the 
mischievous postern. 

It was during those times when the sentry's footsteps 
sounded loud to her ear that her eye strained its tendons 
in the direction of the gate, for then she knew the time 
would be, when Fedor Stehn might readily, and through 
her spite-actuated agency — ^best accomplish his rascally 
purpose to its evil completion. 

The greatest sinner is the minutest casuist. It is in- 
teresting to the philosophical mind to observe his careful 
whitewashing of crime. Diana told herself she was not 
doing a particular wrong. She was doing little more than 
this woman's uncle had, in his life time, done for her. 
** Hen>elia loved Romulus, by and bye," quoth Tristren*s 
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would-be seducer, Diana's mobile mouth hardened. To 
be sure she did. In the frays of Southern America, the 
Mexican girls come to love the red raiders who Indianize 
them. 

In Gilzerat and its neighbouring states, seduction and 
rape were not uncommon. European sympathy was 
largely thrown away on the abducted maidens who were 
at the mercy of their conquerors — ^for they liked it. All 
women envy Helen of Troy — dark or fair — Eastern or 
Western — ^those who have heard of her and those to 
whom her name and legend are unknown words. After 
ally all men are alike, and one is as good, or as bad, as 
another. She had been forced into this reasoning and 
Tristren de Monasterys deserved no better fate. 

And the contemplation of the possible fate of Tristren 
de Monasterys, if Stehn's ruse failed, fermented Diana's 
life blood and she turned away from her window with 
the dimib cry of passionate hunger and virile hate, 
pressing her hand tightly upon her heart to stay its con- 
vulsive boundings. 

An unexpected sound brought her to the opening 
again. A distant groan, and — silence 

Then, Diana Quemham's hands clenched. Her limbs 
froze into the stiffened terror of the condemned and 
bla ted. Her jaw dropped'in an impotent realisation of 
irremediable folly ! Her eyes grew ugly under the dawn 
of an imbecile horror ! 

She knew what site had done I 
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Lights I torches I hoarse voices I shots 1 
The accursed Pushtu cry <' bege&r I begeir.*** 
Shrieks of dismay and uproar ! 
Where were Tristren de Monasterys and Count Fedor 
Stehn in this sudden upheaval, swelling to a rage that 
means death ? What signified love, intrigue, to Diana 
Quemham standing there, gazing wildly into the be- 
spattered darkness of that great square, as she intuited 
the black fact that she had sold h^ people I 

If there was truth in Stehn, it was subordinate to the 
greater scheme of murder, and the shadow of the key of 
that sinister doorway in the flint slab wall, which in her 
impetuous hatred and spleen she had ceded to the Russian 
Envoy's emissary, was dyed upon her hand in the crimson 
outpouring life blood of her kith and kin. 

The contemplation of her own doing was too much 
for a brain unequally weighted by unhinging and forcing 
mental considerations. 

With a wild and prolonged scream, carr]ring in its note 
the despair of slain reason, Diana dashed fi'om her room, 
and fell, a babbling heap of self-incrimination and barely 
coherent confession, at the feet of Brandon Quemham. 

Who shall analyze that awful moment ? or the sen- 
sations of the wretched man and woman ? Who shall 
dare follow or pry into that dread awakening ? — the 
miserable realisation of crime and error, or judge or con- 
demn the human animal when God is unseated and lost ? 

* Seize. 
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Tristren de Monasterys, pure spirit of woman, felt 
indeed that she had been hurled into hell, and surely, 
Satan's infernal throne of darkness was here, where she 
came upon a ghastly inert mass of beauty, from which a 
thin, bright, deadly stream was flowing. Diana Quemham, 
admired of the admired, tool of a spy, slave to sense, 
shot as an arch traitor by her husband's hand ! 
• • • • • 

Like an angel of grief carven in Parian stone, Tris- 
tren stood staring with wide eyes upon the damnable 
thing I Transfixed with the child's fascination when it 
first fiices the master-problem — Death! she watched 
that thin, crawling rivulet creeping — creeping nearer to 
her feet, with an energetic concentration shutting out 
and dulling the outside demon yells of this burst pan- 
demonium. 

What was there for her to do now ? The white strands 
of her lovely introspective life had been dragged in the 
mire, and rusted in blood. For the moment, that strong 
steady brain of hers, reeled and faltered, smitten by the 
vulcan mallet of terror, and when swift, soft footfalls 
sped along the passage behind her, came nearer and 
halted by her side, she could but point to the prone form, 
from which that deadly stream was oozing, and murmur 
the low inarticulate breath of nameless dread. 

The newcomer saved her. He laughed and demanded 
as if the thing was a natural consequent : 

« Did the English pig do that ? So, he found her out I 
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Mother of God I his wit came late. She was a pretty 
woman, too ! She won't be pretty long, now, my bird/* 

Aye I the callous reddish eyes of Fedor Stehn leering 
at her with sardonic glint from beneath the ample linen 
folds of the Gilzan head-gear, re-settled that swaying £air 
reason and the cry and counterquery with which she turned 
npon him had more of anger, of repulsion, in it than of fear 

*' Miserable reptile ! have you done this ? '* 

He laughed again, a slurring, unpleasant devil's laugh, 
and pushed with his Gilzan strapped foot the inanimate 
heap upon the floor. His frail, used, useless, broken 
toy ! — and said : 

" Pretty lady ! Curiosity is the bane of your sweet 
sex. The incomparable Lady Quemham wanted to 
know too much. See the result ! If I deduce rightly, 
the English pig got to know too much, and too late, poor 
dear fellow ! Mother of God ! He has learned our ways, 
for we do these things sometimes. Do you hear, my bird? 
/ can shoot better than Brandon Quemham. Come then, 
and make no more noise, and ask no more questions." 

Tristren flung up her hand in defiance of this threat 
and sprang past him, to be again pulled up short before 
the approaching rush of rebeUion and massacre sweeping 
through the corridors of the Residency. 

Lowering faces glared at her from under those tribal 

hoods. Deadly tulwars and ugly krises, with many more 

European weapons, deringers, colts and mawsers, met her 

on all sides. She was but one woman, and the mad- 

u 
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dened flood paused before spreading itself out in its 
murderous bloody branches. Tristren left herself no time 
for choice. In her poor acquaintance with their language, 
she begged the protection of the Eastern giant who came 
foremost — ^the protection of an uncivilized fanatic which 
she preferred to the mercies of a cultured rascal. 

She caught his bare, brawny arm, albeit the contact struck 
a thrill of aversion to her very soul, and besought his aid. 

Stehn strode forward and sharply and authoritatively 
spoke. The leader shook away Tristren with a quick 
refusal. At the same instant Stehn's arm encircled her 
and the repellant thrill deepened. 

Shouts ! strange cries I came through the air and in at 
the windows. Shouts which made Tristren's heart leap, 
the man before her to pale, and Stehn to mutter impre- 
cations beneath his breath and to tighten his grasp on 
the woman for whom he had risked so much. 

There was no mistake. 

The shadow of that name caused the armed hands to 
droop — ^palsied — ^flaccid. It came on the wind! It 
floated on the night 1 and Tristren de Monasterys knew 
that hers was indeed the power to command. She 
scarcely felt the ondiawing clutch, the mad rush of her 
captor, in the tumult which swamped her faculties, as 
she heard, out yonder in the carnage covered court, 
clarion-high, those so long silent tones. 

*< Hands up, you Gilzan wolves Gier I Gier I 
Gier-el-resked 1 " 
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XXXVII 

She struggled against the rough hold bearing her on — 
on. She fought strenuously against the heavy hand 
covering her mouth and stifling all cries for aid. Like 
a helpless child, Stehn bore her through those blood- 
stained lobbies, past furious hillmen and over slaughtered 
guards and dying Gilzis, too. 

Out into the court whence came the turmoil — 
heightened now to fever heat by the mountaineer's cries 
for quarter and mercy, against the sudden and imlooked 
for uplifting of the mighty hand they held in such super- 
stitious terror. 

Tristren's eyes were free and as she was borne on by 
her captor, it seemed to her as if the court of the Resi- 
dency had been turned into aUiorchlit shambles, and that 
the ghosts of those long dead before had come to the aid 
of the aggressed, for white garbed, dark-visaged mounted 
men rode down the Gilzis, nor heeded prayers nor 
supplication ; while that clear telling order rang out on 
the steaming air. 

In this passage towards the fatal little door, choked 
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now by Gilzis; Stehn employed the coward's ruse for 
his own protection and held Tristren as a shield for his 
estimable self. In this position his power of grasp was 
somewhat weakened, and redoubling her frantic efforts to 
escape the suffocating hand, she at last succeeded. At the 
momenti too, a guide's horse rode down Stehn, forcing 
him towards the point whence the Gilzan punishment 
proceeded ; almost under the hoo& of that massive white 
charger, whose eyes like balls of fire, rolled in its tossing 
head, as if the brute loved the strife its coming caused. 

With a superhuman tug, Tristren freed her mouth and 
flung her head up under the flaring torch light surrounding 
this horse and its master. 

One wild cry — like the maddened scream of a prisoned 
eagle calling to its mate — 

<<Damian Gierl Save me." And the white charger 
plunged and reared — ^it's rider was on the ground— on 
equal terms with Stehn and — ^Tristren's eyes fell once 
more upon — was this Damian Gier ? 

She shuddered and strove to close her eyes, but, as 
orbs enchanted they were drawn in longing streams of 
light full upon that glorious fallen face. 

She had said she would make him a Lucifer or a 
Michael. O God I Could the sun of heaven shine ever- 
more upon that terrific beauty, so fitly placed in its 
framework of carnage and glare. The despair with 
which he had striven since she had last seen him, marked 
him with a brand burning her own soul in his woe, 
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Suffering in those drawn, pallid features those gleaming 
teeth and glittering care worn eyes she forgot all else, 
and her woman's soul of love leaped out upon her lips, 
beating on his brain through the din of this sink of crime 
in which they met again. 

'' Core of my heart ! how could you leave me to this ? " 

Core of my heart 1 He had misrated her. Her love 
was above ban 1 In truth a bird gifted with a song such 
as never bird trilled before had pinioned its way from 
that lonely star of memory into the black deeps of Hades. 
His eyes, even there, sought hers with famished yearning. 
The radiance from that star sublimed the blood drenched 
earth and turned the breaking eastern day to golden 
noon. 

One strong arm caught her and the other grappled 
Stehn. 

** Give way, you hound," he cried, in the husky voice 
of concentrated rage. 

Hampered by the woman, Stehn shortened his sword 
and made a savage lunge at his foe. 

Damian Gier tore Tristren from his grasp as easily as 
a gardener uproots herbs and setting her on her feet 
beside him — with a lithe movement like the crouch of the 
beautiful creature shadowing his life—its noiseless agile 
bound and that deadly gruesome snarl — ^he was at Stehn's 
throat. 

Borne back to earth by the weight of his assailant, and 
mentally unbalanced by the abnormal character of the 
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feline spring and assault, Stehn uttered a shriek of fear 
and dismay, outpitching the surrounding cacophony. 

With protruding eyes and tongue, a face blackening 
beneath the iron pressure of those long slender fingers, 
he struggled to bring his blade to close vantage. 

Big as he was — Stehn held his own beside the famous 
guards of his Imperial Master — he was unable to cope 
with the supple strength of this sinuous elegant foe, 
whose shining eyes glared death upon him from fierce 
red flecked depths, sectioned by that shifting dull black slit. 

It is impossible to conceive the terrorizing effect of 
those awful eyes binding Stehn*s in their spell and 
paralyzing his energies in the fear which comes by con- 
tact with the inexplicable. 

He tried again to raise his hand — ^to shake off the 
spell and have his merciless opponent at par — and he 
so far succeeded in wresting his arm from beneath the 
strong limb bearing it down, as to raise his dagger to the 
plunge. 

But, stabbing the air with -a harsh snarling laugh, 
Damian Gier knocked up his hand, and — Tristren stand- 
ing, statue-like, as she had stood beside the body of 
Diana Quemham, shuddered and covered her face with 
fluttering hands — and the hoarse hiss of the steel which 
sucked the life-blood from the throat of the spy who had 
planned her so much ill, stayed with her until she, too, 
lay, in years to come, as still a mass as did he upon the 
grey slimy flagstones of that accursed yard. 
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A trembling seized her — a cumulation of emotion — 
and she might have dropped helpless upon the way had 
not that well-remembered, dearly cherished embrace 
brought the life in reversional torrent through the fibres 
of her failing form. 

It woimd about her again and lifted her from the 
grotmd on to the pommel of the white charger's saddle, 
and she shut her ears to those hellish sounds dying now 
into the sullen mutterings of a quenched tempest, while 
she listened in an amazement momentarily incapable of 
discriminating association, to the musical gentle voice 
which, like a distant church bell softly breaking the calm 
after the hurricane, spanned her time of stress and 
wandering and breathed its melodic cadence into her ear 
as Jehanari leaped and sprang out of the melte at her 
master's familiar touch : 

" Sweetheart ! Ym called me-^wice I I heard yoUf and I 
am here! 



296 THE REDEMPTION OF- 



XXXVIII 

How long she lay beneath the shelter of the cream 
coloured hood which distinguished the White Guides, 
Tristren did not know. It was manifestly short but it 
compassed the meed of her pilgrimage for Damian Gier's 
lips clung to her's in the burnings passionate kiss of re- 
union and wider knowledge of the whole power of this 
woman, who swept so deftly the fibres of his being. 

In the grey light — ^in the ecstacy of that long kiss, 
Tristren felt her potence still virile and strong, to meet 
and slay factitious nature, even as this man had slain her 
foe. The glittering eyes sweetened and darkened as they 
hungrily absorbed the glow of her own. The close, so 
close, contact of her dear form, her clinging, dependent 
touch thrilled his resplendent manhood to the heart of it, 
smothering the fire and laying the rampant fiend by the 
magic of her self, the witchcraft of her mighty love which 
transcended heaven and earth and brought, in that time 
of tumult, the Godlight upon this marred and storm-tost 
soul. 

She whispered with her arm about his neck beneath 
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the woollen, and her words were but the repetition of her 
first question. " Why did you leave me ? " 

He answered with his face upon her's 

" I was afraid." 

Her clasp tightened. 

<' Coward 1— to fly ! Incompetent I to so misjudge me. 
As if God would, or Man could divide Us ? There is no 
death for you and me, for I am your greater part which 
may not die. See, dear love, I can bid and you must obey 

and come to my call, to save me from death, and, worse." 

Her voice grew tremulous and low and the sharp con- 
vulsive tightening of his grip about her was pregnantly 
emphatic. 

** Hush-h I " he muttered. ** If I had been too late and 
he had got away ! My Renie ! My Renie 1 Lay yoiu: 
pure lips on mine, lips that know no other man's, and ab- 
solve me from my sin for — ah I — sweet saint, I've suffered. 
Be merciful, and tell me in my misery, I've atoned, for 
hell is but existence without you." 

With a final plunge, which Tristren in her ambush of 
his strong arm, scarcely felt, Jehanari stopped, and the 
familiar voice of Yakoub Pashvar answered Damian's 
dialectical hail. 

Tristren knew too little of the tribal jargon to under- 
stand, nor did she listen, for the breadth and intensity of 
her own thoughts distanced circumstance and carried her, 
passive to event, to that fair realm where love is all con- 
trolling and triumphant imperator. 
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She felt herself delivered over as a precious charge to 
the continued care of Yakoub, and she watched his chief- 
tain's gradually lessening form, and heard the sound of 
Jehanari's hoofe lighten in the morning haze, as horse 
and rider seemed to fly over the intervening distance 
between the city of Gilzerat and the outpost camp pitch 
of the White Guides. She knew he had gone back to peril, 
but she believed in her own power to save him from harm. 

" You coiled me twice. I heard you and I am here.** 
Strange ! as her thoughts hovered about this, his greet- 
ing, with the subtle feeling of elation, which ran with 
direct and certain evidence of philopolemic strength 
and ability to twine the threads of destiny straight from 
the loom of the master-spinner, her mind reverted im- 
consciously and without impetus on her part, to those 
words in the last letter of de Monasterys — ^words which, 
while they impressed her at the time they met her eyes, 
had glided from her memory, verbatim ; but which now 
stood out clear and distinct, as if their characters lay before 
her, printed by the finger of the dead man who wrote them. 

" //^'^ please God to permit me in the Life to come to atone 
to you and him, you shaU not die under this bloWf but shall 
live to find and retrieve him to God's good time and purpose^ 
even though your hand he led by the Infidel and the Outcast J"* 

She spoke to Yakoub as if no period had elapsed 
between their converse. 

(< When did you find him ? '* 

The Pathan replied in the same unemotional tone. 
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" For a night and day and yet again a night and day I 
sought my Chief among the hills. When the moon had 
three times risen, I winded the tents of my brethren and 
rode thither. The eyrie of the eagle is ever high, lady, 
and my horse was jaded and spent. I knew not what to 
do, for beast and man had come to energy's lock. 
When lo! above me — scrambling, leaping down the 
crags, as only one besaddled creature can do, I spied the 
white demon which carries the Invincible to victory, 
He came towards me, tutoring the prancing brute as 
mother tutors babe, and when be rode me down, the 
eyes that carry heaven's wrath, looked fixedly on mine, 
but with the stare of marvel : *- 

" It is thou ? " he muttered, hoarsely, in my tongue. 
^' I might have looked for thee 1 Thy charge ? quick ! 
for she hath called me on this instant." 

Tristren started. The time Yakoub and Damian had 
met must have been the evening of her coming into the 
Residency. 

** Go on ! " she said, breathlessly. 

'* He listened while I spoke, and turning, rode away 
into the darkness, bidding me to follow. My steps were 
halting from fatigue, and my lord was impatient, but at 
the camp I found refreshment, and in half an hour, the 
guides enfiladed down the Pass in silence and in order. 
Our progress was necessarily slow, but after an hour's 
ride, the head of Gier-el-resked lifted — sob i '* Yakoub 
reproduced Damian's characteristic action, "and with 
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the cry of one who answers, he bade us hasten — ^hasten, 
and never, lady, in my reckless life have I speeded as we 
tore the earth beneath our hoofs on the road to Gilzerat. 
On the way, half our contingent left us to bring up 
Maudsley Sahib's column, which, misled and lost in the 
Ravine of Kara, had been redirected and set right by a 
body of guides. Before my lord rode into camp, but 
now I heard the Prankish drums." 

Yakoub's face assumed the longing expression of the 
bom soldier, debarred from the fray : 

" There's strife yonder," he went on, " and my duty 
lies with the sahib's command beside my lady." 
. • • • • 

The sun had risen high over the minarets and towers 
of the mountain city when the out-post sentries signalled 
the advance of the guides, and a cloud of dust and flying 
flint splinters and stones heralded their coming into 
camp, and not alone, for as the body of white garbed 
warriors emerged from the sim mist, Tristren, who 
watched, saw brown clad forms with puggaree'd helmets. 

*' Maudsley's men," concisely explained Yakoub, who 
stood beside her upon the knoll from which she watched 
with an eye seeking among the cavalcade — only its leader. 

He did not head his men ; who came on in echelon, 
the first, second and third companies flying down the 
rocky road in their severally raised halos of moun- 
tain sand. But the last came more slowly and Tristren 
bent forward with a low cry, for Jehanari walked, 
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with solemn step, beside an improvised bier. 

Damian Gier*s head was bowed upon his breast and 
his hand which guided the charger hung listless on her rein. 

In his wake followed a yashmak shrouded woman, 
Gulbeyez, and on the £arther side of the bearers of the dead, 
rode a soldier in dun coloured uniform, General Maudsley. 

Tristren descended the knoll, and meeting the contin- 
gent as it passed, joined Gulbeyez and pointed to the 
recumbent form lying upon its quickly made frame of 
stakes and rifles. 

« Who is it ? " she breathed. 

Gulbeyez answered in the same tone. 

« The Eltchi ! They found him at the foot of the 
staircase beneath many — ah, lady, how many 7 — of his 
own. He fought well. I saw him die by a Gilzan 
tulwar. He was a brave man, and a fine one, but, he 
blocked his way with his own bulk and strength." 

So speaking, Gulbeyez of the tribe of Gul Abdurraman 
Kan,voiced posterity's panegyric upon Brandon Quemham. 

At the entrance to the encampment Damian Gier 
dismounted, and turning to Tristren and silently holding 
out his hand, drew her to his side, while, with eyes in 
which so novel a conflict was growing that she found 
herself unable to take her own from his, he watched his 
hooded followers bear that helpless mass, all that re- 
mained of his foster-brother, into the canvas tent. 

Still grasping her hand, he followed, and presently 
they stood alone beside the tmcovered £Eu:e, frowning in 
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death, in awful defiance of the murderer's meed, for into 
that flaccid hand burned the blood of the beautiful 
traitress who had warped and crooked his life. 

This Tristem only knew, and gazing upon that grim, 
immobile face, a globe rose in her throat, congesting her 
vitality into her head, so that her eyes for the moment 
were blinded to the strange maturity of that conflict in 
the soul of Damian Gier. 

From long past time when first those shining firozen 
eyes had opened upon the faces of his own father and 
this dead man's mother. In childhood, youth, and man- 
hood, in grief or joy, passion or emotion, their lustre had 
never been dimmed by the sting or wash of tears. 

The love light softened surely, but as the winter sim- 
shine glorifies the ice. But now, as those glittering 
beauties lingered on the still, ghastly, slaughtered form 
of the one man he had loved, his brother, done to death 
by howling maddened dogs — the man whose being had 
commenced his own salvation — at the dissolution of this, 
the fairest and most humanizing tie in man's ascendancy — 
the pent up spirit burst its bonds, the torrent rent its 
fortress, humanity crushed the brute, and with no sound 
or suggestion of that horrible, dull, inarticulate animal 
moaning which had been hitherto his sole mode of grief 
ofi'-throw — Damian Gier's head sank on the shoulder of 
the woman he loved, and crying on her name in his ex- 
tremity, his great frame shook beneath the sobs which rent 
it, and the strong hot tears welled from his freed brain. 
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XXXIX 

It is history's province to follow the avengement of the 
massacre of Gilzerat, the flight and capture of Abbas 
Kan, the attitude of his monarch, the aftermath of siege 
and turmoil. What part the Russian realfy played or 
his intentions in this sanguinary drama and the exact 
machinations of the specious, smooth-tongued Gilzan 
Sirdar, are sunk in the oblivious limbus of political 
chicanery. General Ivan Vircheneff, the Tartar 
Governor, strenuously denied complicity in the business. 
He knew nothing about it and what aid, if any, Stehn 
depended on, did not come from him, Sthen's diplomatic 
notes were centrifugal and had more to do with the 
insidious bureaucracy of the capital than the plain 
dealing of the Tartar soldier. It ended so, and was left 
like so many similar cases, hanging in tags of doubt and 
inoxplication. 

Rising on the vapour from the cauldron of war, stirred 
by those everlasting imps of mischief, malice, spite and 
intrigue, the celebrity of the notorious Guides of Gle 
was swelled and carried from end to end of the Empire 
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while in a quiet bungalow in the obscure town of Nasar 
on the Indus, the pale witch sat by her spindle of Fate 
drawing the strange sweet weft of love's dominion about 
the awakened sublimity of that Northern Achilles whose 
name caught so aptly the notes of Fame's trumpet. 

Tristren stayed at Everard Gier's bungalow until the 
calm, and her quiet departure from the Land of the Sun 
offered an ironical comment upon the fallacy of human 
appraisement, for few would have thought, even for a 
moment, of this tall graceful woman with the mysterious 
unfathomable eyes as the antecedent and consequent of 
the remarkable Frontier War. 

*' There is a woman at the bottom of it," observed a 
King of England 1 verily Solon might have learned 
wisdom from that perspicuous Dutchman 1 — and yet he 
did Eve but scant justice for not only is she ; the last 
evolution of the creative system, the cause of joy and 
sorrow, but she is the motive-power of the universe. 
Her influence is transcendental. It permeates the world- 
series with its progressional momentum. She sits at the 
entrance of life. She watches us through the dark 
portal of death. In the meantime, she danms or she 
saves us. From the conception by nebular fusion, of 
this terraqueous calculus on which we live, it has lain, 
despite occasional rebellion and insubordination, under 
helpless and immutable gjrnarchy. What sovereignty in 
the myriad evolutions through which this same whirling 
planet has passed can compare with the power lying in one 
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woman's fragile hand ? The good woman is the link 
between God and man, and the van of the great army 
of that omnipotent Will which we call by so many 
inadequate names, holds amazons legion-strong. Women 
are God's engineers. Woe betide the luckless fallen 
angel who sullies the star of her o£Bce and smirches and 
shreds the sash of her command — ^who abuses the sign 
and prostitutes the insignia of the Divine Principle and 
Eternal Cause in the bubble of the Moment and the 
glamour of the Hour. 
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XL 

The broad branched larches threw lacy shadows on 
the grass. The scent of roses mingled with the odour of 
distant haymaking sweetened the lucid sunmier air. 
The turrets, peaked roof, and stone gables of a fisur 
English mansion glinted through the gently waving 
trees, and the brilliance of August shone lazily over all, 
creeping slowly and as the drowsy hours travelled on 
their sun way, into one shady nook in the long avenue, 
stealthily burnishing the bright head dress of an Eastern 
woman who sat there. An Eastern woman holding a 
ittle child — a tiny bunch of lace and linen and silken 
bows, a smiling mite whose pale rosy lips curled into the 
infant semblance of a familiar smile, a pretty baby, 
whose great dark eyes looked steadily at the light spires 
with latent speculation in their growing glow. She 
clutched, grabbed and chuckled at the swaying fronds of 
the fan of twisted fern with which her nurse tempered the 
heat and kept at bay the summer insects, and struggled 
inefiectually with her long hampering skirts to kick her 
toes, with coos and crows of pleasure at the dancing leaves. 
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The Eastern woman laoghed, then lifted her head to 
listen, looking towards the house with the grave eyes of 
Gulbeyez of the tribe of Gul Abdurraman Kan. Her 
small imperious charge made great to do because the 
fern £an ceased to wave ; but Gulbeyez was listening to a 
rustle approaching over the grass — an appearance pre- 
cipitated by this young autocrat of barely eighteen inches 
long arching her back and screaming lustily, in infantile 
disapproval of * a divided duty.' 

A lady in deep mourning came quickly into the avenue 
from a leafy side path and hurried to the nurse and child. 

"Alliel Alliel What is the matter, Gulbeyez?'* 
Gulbeyez explained, and the lady confiscated the scream- 
ing bundle of embroidery. 

*<My birdl tell Grannie! What have they done to 
her?" 

Allie recognised the familiar black gown with its crape 
shroudings and condescended to diminish her cries to 
injured sobs of outraged importance. 

Lady Quemham took the seat vacated by Gulbeyez 
and the resumption of Allie's interrupted amusement 
restored placidity upon the face of that juvenile 
imperatrix. 

The lines about Alison Quemham's gentle mouth and 
eyes and over her broad forehead had deepened, and the 
soft curls falling round her temples had whitened under a 
great sorrow. 

Three strands of hidr lay in the locket which rose and 
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fell with each pulsation of her breath. The dusky tress 
of her girlhood's lover — ^the bright ring of her husband 
and friend — and their son's — ^whose stalwart life had been 
lopped by the insensate steel of an ignorant fanatic. 

On that locket's obverse side two curls were inter- 
mingled — the tawny hair of her foster son and a dark 
twine of silk which mingled lovingly with it— even there. 
The precious hair of a sorceress whose power was un- 
limited and whose wisdom never erred — a woman who 
could be silent — ^for in her heart of hearts hidden from all ; 
heaped over by the cypress mound of pity; was the 
memory that Brandon Quemham died with his wife's 
blood upon his hand. No one ever knew, for Tristren 
Gier kept the sUence of the Arcana of the unexhumed 
Past 

Wondrous pale witch! Pythoness of the mysterious 
eyes! Magnets of Fate! See her how she enters the 
avenue of Culver I 

Watch her how she leads that glorious Man — ^its 
master — ^upward— ever upward — ^from good to better — 
from better to best--and so to the Perfect — the endless 
cycle of Time and Eternity. 

Pause ! ye doctors and physicists of earth matter 1 

Kneel to the dominion of the rare wise womon who 
brings God to your hearts and casts out the devil in your 
brains. Pause, and survey that sublimated face made 
human by a magic near you always, a love that knows 
no fear or halting in its trend. Look, and confess, with 
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that able authority on psycho-physiology. Sir James 
Vivash, your inability to explain or locate the change. 

Whence comes it and from what, that folks no longer 
shrink from Damian Gier in instinctive repulsion 7 His 
deeds have lifted him shoulder high above his fellows and 
on these his monarchy rests. While people say Sir 
Damian Gier has improved since his marriage and yet 
they cannot tell how, for who shall put the palm into the 
busy hand of that quiet unobtrusive lady who makes few 
friends, talks but little and keeps << her house in order," 
whose life text, is, has been, and will ever be, '' do the 
action that is nearest so that the God within you finds no 
frtult, that no casuistry is needed to defend it to yourself.'^ 
Plain reasoning this I 

Who follows it 7 It is the axle of the Cosmos. 

Watch how she leaves his arm and runs, with the 
spontaniety of the poorest young village matron in 
Culver, towards the waiting group and laughs with a 
child's glee as Allie makes a wild lunge at her dark 
hair. 

But the firm approaching footstep seemed almost to 
attract afready that baby ear, and Allie lies still, as if 
her infant mind was listening for his coming and Tristren 
Gier marvelled in silence at the watchful intentness of 
her child, for it seemed as if Allie knew that she was the 
third, and possibly, the greatest, power in the Redemption 
of Damian Gier. 

He came on reading a letter«--« not new, much perused, 
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and closely written epistle— and as he neared the group, 
he still held the paper, as with one hand he gathered his 
heap of lingerie from her mother and laughed with his 
same old low laugh and tossed his head with his own 
peculiar grace, as he tucked the baby into the bend of his 
arm. 

« Come with Daddie, my queen, and see Yakoub run 
Jehanari on the croft." 

Tristren burst out laughing. 

"Oh I Madreda, what do you think? Dame ran 
Jehanari himself, yesterday— oni took AUie with htm" 

Well, she liked it," said Damlan in laughing extenuation 
of his crime '< AUie would go with me anywhere. She 
never cries with Daddie even when her mother is not 
by — does she, Gulbeyez ? — See, Madreda, how she looks 
at me with Renie's eyes I So old — old— old t As if she 
knew I and holds out her tiny arms with Renie's smile ! 
Thank God, she looks at one with Renie's eyes and 
smiles at me with Renie's smile. My precious Renie I 
My precious child I Come to the Croft, AUie I " 

But Tristren stayed him and they moved slowly 
along the avenue, out of earshot of Lady Quemham. 

" I can trust her with you. Dame darling, and you 
must let Gulbeyez foUow — ^for I do not like to leave 
Madreda all alone to-day." 

He quickly turned and looked at her with eyes stiU re- 
markable but no longer repellant, from the indefinable, 
change enhancing their topazoUte beauty. 
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'* Ah ! I forgot. How selfish we are» when we are 
happy. It is the 1 6th of Augosti Gilzerat.** 

Thank you, Renie, for reminding me. Allie, my pretty I 
we won*t see Jehanari and Yakoub to-day. Come and 
talk to Grannie, so that she may not grieve too much for 
Uncle Bran." 

Again Tristren stayed him. The hand which carried 
Allie held the letter and the baby's little fingers strayed 
upon the sheet of starch blue paper. 

" Gilzerat ! Gilzerat ! " repeated Tristren. « I dream 
of Gilzerat I Somehow, I was impelled to give you that 
letter to-day. I don't know why I" she spoke slowly, 
<* Damian, do you think those outer Intelligences of which 
we know nothing and of whose existence we are so 
ignorantly sure against all empirical judgments, can 
carry our thoughts, our wishes, if our will be strong and 
sufficiently concentrated to command ? " 

" I cannot o£fer an explanation save on those well worn 
lines by which human nescience seeks to square such 
phenomena. They would suggest it to be a question 
wholly of power of attraction, of magnetism. We cannot 
define magnetism, and our knowledge is embryonic, in its 
in£Emcy, but the world, visible and invisible, works by the 
rules of gravitation. If your will is powerfiil to com- 
mand, it dominates by sympathy. Fusion makes 
Progress. C$si rumon qui faU la force^ but it must be 
the union of sympathy, the co-hesion of will. Of what are 
you thinking ? 
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'' Of Gilzeraty of this day last year, of my call, and 
your answer. I wonder why you heard me, and who 
caitoeyed the message ? '* 

They were silent--«id Damian looked down upon that 
bright little angel of his life— and her large lustrous eyes 
sank into his with a wonderful wisdom, zsUshe could tetl 
if she could talk how great and strong and potent is the 
Persistent Will. 

One wee finger lay upon the letter, resting partly upon 
her, and Tristren, in speechless eloquence, pointed 
presently to its indicating mark, for the words upon the 
paper which that in&nt hand slowly followed were these I I 

" If U please Gad to permit me in the Kfe to come to atone to | 

yon and him^ you shall not die under this blow, but shall live to 
find and retrieve him, to God's good time and purpose even 
though your hand be hdbythe Infidel and the Outcast.** 
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* Count de Soissons has done well to give us a translattoti of this diarming romance 
to read which is a brain-rest after jhe hackneyed, stereotyped modem novel.'~Zr/«r»rv 
IVarld. 

The Rector's Temptation. By £. Lodge. 

Author of ' The Mystery of Bloomsbory Crescent,' &c. 
' A very entertaining story of church and parochial life.*— ^ririW Mereufy 

Pate's Handicaps. By Emily Pearson Finnbmorb. 

Author of ' A Man's Mirror,' *TalIv/ ftc 

' Well written and sjrmpathetic as are all Mrs Finnemore't novels.'— TXrwM. 

* The book is one to read and enjoy.'— Gikr/vfv Herald, 
' A graceful realistic id]|rll of country life.'— ^c#/«Mra». 

* A very pretty interesting tuny .*— Pall Mali GoMeiU. 

The Love that He Passed By. By Iza Dufpus Hardy. 

Author of <A New Othello/ && With Frontispiece by Harold 

PiFFARD. 

* A really clever noveL The merit of which is enhanced bv graphic portrayal ol 
Califomian life and manners. A well-told story set m a vivid imd orignal form.'— 
Mormiuf^ Poit, 

Tans^les : the Qame and the Onloolcers. By Alix Orient. 

* A clever and mterestins novel, "Tangles'* is thoughtfully and well written, and 
will more than repay perusal. '-^Z/Air Mercury* 

A Slum Heroine. By 'Alien.' 

Author of * The Untold Half,' ' Wheat in the Ear,' &c 

* This hrtlliaot and refreshini^ tale of London life.'^f#Vr/«ni Memini Ifevn. 
*A thoroughly interesting, bright %\arf*-'Maauhetter Courier, 

' A very pleasant stor^ <m slum children.'— TVmki. 

' The tale abounds in interesting people. '— g/a^| n m Herald. 

The Sin of Laban Routh. By Adeline Sergeant. 

* A very clever and interesting Uory. '—Eatterm MermmgNeute, 
'Decidedly interesting.'— Z.t/rrMO' World, 

* A thrilling story.' — Wettminstet Review, 

' A decideoly attractive story.' — Mormmg Advertieer, 

The Reason Why. By Iza Duffus Hardy. 

Author of < The Love that He Passed By,' &c. With Frontispiece. 

* This finely written and clever ttory,*—Birmiiu^am Post. 

* The novel is well written and entertaining.'— Z«A«r' Fieid. 

The Heart of Youth. By M. £. Winchester. 

Author of ' A Romance ot the Unseen,' * Tempest Tosied,' ftc. 

' From the urst jpagts one is struck with the charm and tendemeu of thb book. It b 
essentially a study in growth of character. The feature of the book is the clever diawing 
of the woman aud the scenes from child-life, and among the fonner If ina BarclayM 
easily the best Her simplicity and goodness of heart make all that is said about oer 
deligntftil readmg ... an excellent novel'— ^Ze^fvw Herald, 
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Mrs Pemberton's Cross. By H. S. Engstroic. 

Author of Colonel Clive's Wife,' &c. 

* Modem wdety stories of qmte a good typc'-^Thmgt. 

In False Attire. By G. Norway. 

Anthor of ' Falsely Aocosed,' &c. 

' There b a nice little niYstery in this novd which the reader will not have dncidafted 
until he comes dose to the finish. Interest never is allowed to flag, and the book is well 
worth reading.' — Ltgdt Mercury. 

A Girl from Bohemia. By Edgar Swan. 

' An interesting and deverly written novel. The author has made a careftil study of 
hb subject, and presents a dear but not overdrawn picture of the difficulties which beset 
a young artist strugghng for an opening on the operatic stage.' — /risk IfuU^etuUmt. 

The Adventures of a Naval Officer. By CapUin Charles 

HuNTBR, R.N. Edited by Sir Spenser St John, G.CM.G. 

'The book b thoroughly enjoyable. . . . The stori^ are excellently told. '—^/AMMrwjw. 

* The story of Captain Hunter's experiences is one of the most thrilling we have ever 
read. It b vivid in the extreme. Is ddightfuUy readable from beginning to end.* — 

The Pate of Ralph Brard. By Clifton Fleming. 

* The author is to be congratulated on writing a book of such absorbing and unflajBging 
interest and of such remarkable cleverness. From start to finish , a careful reader wiunad 
the book intensely interesting and wdl worth the dme spent on its reading. "^cmH^rtmih 
GiuttU, 

The Ordeal by Fire. By Allen Upward. 

Author of ' The Secrets of the Courts of Europe,' &c. 

*There b much that b novd in the ** Ordeal by Firs,** by Allen Upward, wfaoee tale 
toon endiains the interest and holds it without relaxation to the laaL'— Ar<wp«//r 
DmUyJ^mmmL 

The Callins: of the Weir. By Frederick Lamgbridgs. 

Author of * The Dreams of Dania,' ' Love has no Pity,' &c. 

' A voj wdl-written and decidedly interesting stoty of Irish Lifs. " The Calling of 
the Weir ** b a book one can, indeed, give whole-hearted pimise to ; the author's method, 
hb indght into character, hit touches of locd colour, dl these thmgs are excellent, and, 
b short, the work of an tfaalC^Pmii Mall GmatiU. 

Whose was the Hand ? By J. £. Muddock. 

Author of < For God and the Czar/ * Stripped of the Tinsel/ &c. 

' Mr Muddock can certainly write a good sensationd story. " Whose was the Hand T '* 
bioosiagandfiucinating . . . a really amusing and interestuignovel.'^X.K/tfnM7 WmrUL 

A Strange Honesnnoon. By Ellis Dean. 

Author of ' A Raw Probationer,* &c. 

* A ifntarional tale . . . many thrilling adventoMt are told in a very red way.'-> 
Dmify Ngws, 

* A dever story founded on some strange adventures in the South Seas.'— /rwA Titmea, 

* The authw has produced a stor^ of much interest, abounding in inddent, and whidi 
keeps its hold m the reader to the last page.' — LiPtr^oQl Mtrcuty, 
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A Bid for Empire. By Major Arthur Griffiths. 

Author of ' The Rome Express,' &c [S^cmd SdiiUm. 

' The book is brilliantly written.'— Jc^/mroM. 

Vjddy Joan's Companion, By Florence Warden. 

Author of ' The House on the Marsh,' * A Fight to a Fmish/ &c. 

* A striking ana luv^u, «»— ^.•-/?,i«*»,ais. [ Third EdUum. 

The Fields of Dulditcli. By Mary £. Mani?. 

Author of ' Among the Syringas,' * The Mating of the Dove,' &c 

' The book is foil of interest. *~Sp*cUti9r. [Second EditioH, 

* Miss Mann is an artist in grace and elegance of style.'— ^ftn*fM|f4«M GmMtU. 

* There are many odd characters, life-like with all their oddities in " The Fields of 
Dnlditch," many a tale to laugh over and some to raise a tear . . . Miss Mann is one 
of the novelists wboee books are waited on with pleasnrable astidpation, and they do 
not disappoint us when they come.' — Timts. 

An Underi^round Mystery. By Robert H. Susrard. 

Author of * Jacob Niemand,' *The Ghost's Revenge,' &c. 

'Abookof absorbing interest from cover to cover. The author has achieved a distinct 
socoess.'— ^ru/tf/ Mercury* 

* A thoroughly interesting and exciring novel which mainUini its »i«»-inti^ interest 
from end to t!ad,*—C^rk Cfftutitutiam, 

Coy, By C. Howell. Author of ' Many Days After/ &c. 

'There is no lack of originality in "Cot." The style u original, the story original, 
the characters original A book decidedly oeTond the xuck^'^^JtcartA mmd H^mu, 

I Cliarsre You Botli. By Alice Maud Meadows. 

Author of ' Oat from the Night,' ' The Eye of Fate,' &c. 

' Is undeniably good in its way, well-conceived, well-coostnicted and vividly written 
. . tf we are bound to admit that it is attiactave reading from beginniag to tad. — />«i/» 
Ttlcgrm^h, 

This Our Sister. By Mrs Harold E. Gorst. 

Second Impression, with Portrait of the Author. 

' It is beyond question that this novel is one of the cleverest, as it b one of the m<»t 

S>weiful, that the trade of novelfsm has yet produced. Of its kind it is a masterpiece.*— 
ewmVif Stmndard mmd St. Jamtc^i GoMCtic. 

' Is intensely powerfiil and moving. . . . The book has the piercing upeal of works 
like '* Tales of Mean Streeu," with greater troths added. " This Our Sister '* is a v«y 
6ne adaievement, whether we view it as literatue or as a transcript from life.'~Jlf«ntAY 
Lcmder, 

* Holds the reader by a note of originality and sincerity which is fitr too rare in modem 
novels.' — iVtttminsUr GnMctU. 

Tiie Qliost's Revenue, and Other Stories of Modern Paris. 
By Robert H. Shbrard. Author of * Jacob Niemand,' &c. 

' Mr Sherard is one of the few writers who can collect around their work the real 
ataaomhere of modem Paris. " The Ghost's Revenge '* is a collection of stories treating 
of life m the gay city just as it is. We have read with considerable adminuion '* Tb« 
Ghost's Revenge."'— IrYrrwj W^rU, 
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The Dream of Her Life. By Mrs Leith-Adams (Mrs de 

Courcy Laffan). Author of * Bonnie Kate,' * Geoffrey Stirling/ &c. 

' These stories aui haidly fail to be welcome. . . . We anticipate a large cUtniiit 
for the ynAvaat,'—GMe, 

'The stories are distiiignished by their healthy tone and high purpose.'— gfa mpw 

Silent Places. By James T. Findlay. 

Aothor of ' A Deal with thm Kins/ ' Tbe Chusen/ &c. 

« If ;• ^rmmj ••Mum that so dimmatic a tale is united to soch esoellent writing and 
so much real literary beauty.* — Liverpool Mercury. 

' The story is powerfully written and coofirms the anther's position among the best or 
the present-day Scotch writers of fiction.'— ^««Afir/i^. 

The Plotters. By T. W. Speight. 

Aathor of ' The Chains of Circumstance/ &c. 
' A vigofoos and exciting nawL*—MermiMg Leader, 

The Palkners of Qreenhurst. By Jean Middlemass. 

Author of * A Girl in a Thousand.' ' In Storm and Strife/ &c. 

'Abounding in sensational incident, and having an interesting love romance. 
Should certainly enhance the reputation of its writer.' — Newcastle Daily JeumeU, 

'Jean Middlemass hss a style of her own, which makes all her works successful, and 
in '* The Falkners of Greenhurst" the author has dealt with her theme in a masteriy 
manner.' — Wettem Memimg JVtwt. 

The Redemption of Damian Qier. By Winefride Trafford- 

Taunton. Author of ' Silent Dominion/ &c 

*An abMrbing story ... a book which will not easily be forgotten.'— if<9fiMiv 
AdverHter, 

* An nnnsnally powerful novd ... the whole subject is handled in a masterly 
faMao.'Seui/l^ Visiter, 

The Doom of the House of Marsaniac. By Winefride 

TeapfoRD-Taunton. Author of ' The Redemption of Damian Gier/ 

' A bright attractive tale, fascinating to lovers of the mysterious.' — Glasgow Herald. 
'The tale is really exciting and well written.'— ^^HMtf- Leader, 
'A weird and deadedly absorbing ^Xacy.'—Skefield Imlj^endent. 

* Brilliantly written and the characters finely orawn.' — Emtierm 



A Hospital Romance. By Eleanor Holmes. 

Author of * Life's Fitful Fever/ * The Price of a Pearl/ &c. 

*i11m author writes with ease and treats her subjects with taste. The stories can 
hardly fail to be read with pleasure.'— i4/Ariwniiw. 

' A beautifally-bonnd volume. The author knows how to skctdi artistically a short 
story. Altogether the perusal of the book must yield profit as well as pleasure. '— 
Dmmdee Admeriieer, 

Jos€: A Study of Temperament. By Florence Severne. 

Author of ' A Dowager's Determination/ * In the Meshes/ ftc. 

* A distincdy clever novel. ^Birmim^kmsM Gaaetie. 

* Thb cleverly-handled story. It is in the clear, vigorous touch with which the 
characters are drawn that the merit of the book hes. — Literary Worid, 

'An altogether enjoyable book. . . . Readers will find this to be an altogether 
charming and unusually fascinating story.* — Lrver^oof Cfinrier. 
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A Man in Love. By Alice M. Diehl. 

Author of * A Woman's Crosa,' * The Last Throw,' Sec [Second Edittan. 

* Sevenl men in Mrs Diehls volume show their faces as lovers, and three of ^em 
in snccession are inspired by the attractions of the same damseL Boryl and her giddy 
yoongcr sUter are very hapnily contrasted, and the development of the story unfolds a 
briUiant characterisation in the person of Lord St Georse, whom hu (nends have come 
to regard as a confirmed bachelor. The author has made a distinct achievement in tje 
portrayal of this strong and patient wooer ... the romance altogether u fully wortby 
of the author's reputation. '— o/e^fvnr Herald. 

Friendly Foes. By Sarah Tytler. 

Author of * Citoyenne Jacqueline,' • Rival Claimants,' &c. 

• The charm that marks all Miss Tytler's work pervades these pages.*— Z.iw»]^/ 

^•^endly Foes- is very good leading, cleverly txAL'StJemwft GmutU. 

Tlie lansr's Tragedy. By May Wynne. 

Author of * For Faith and Navarre,' * Ronald Lindsay,' etc. 

• Well worth reading for its stirrine story and for its literary power.'— Jf^/WMW. 
' A charming romance of Scottish uS^'-^Glasgvw HeraU, 

Tlie Chameleon. By Clarence Forsstier-Walker. 

Author of • The Doll's Dance,' &c. [Third Imfiresncn 

•Brilliantly clever. ... We read the stor^ with interest and sincere adasratioa ©f 
the abiUty with which it is uAd.'—tf^0rU. , , ^ j. , % t«:-k. 

• A racy, vivacious love story, with an Irish girl as heroine. The dialogue » hnght 
and easy, often amusmg and always natural. The plot is cleverly constructed, and tnere 
is not a dull page anywhere in the book.' — B^ckwum, 

Tlie Doll's Dance. By Clarence Forestier-Walker. 

Author of * The Chameleon,' etc. [Stcond Edition, 

' A well told and most entertaining story.*— /*«// Mali GmastU. 

• The novel is so well written that from first to last the reader is kept m saspease as to 
the ultimate issue.' — Punch, 

The Adventures of a Micro-Man. By Edwin Pallander. 

Author of ' Across the Zodiac,' &c. 

'A book of enthralling interest.'— Cik«v«virvMCPvC^'<M«i., . , ». n 
' A magical book that lives in the memory and grins the imaginaUon. — r#-x/«y. 

• Surpasses anything we have seen this season m vigour of im agi n a t i on , mtenscif 
vivid and delightfully humorous.'— ^«nwt4vA«i» GwutU. 

First In the Field. By Ellen Ada Smith. 

• A charming story . . . will give keen enjoyment to the reader.' — WetUm Dmify 
MtTCUty, , 

' Is written with unobtrusive power and a nice appreciation of fine shades of character 
. . . a novel of undoubted merit and no little charm. —^mAGw' /''tf'tf. 

The Darkest Hour. By Louis Tracy. 

Author of * The Final War/ « A Fatal Legacy,' &c. [Suond Edition. 
'Readers who revelled in Mr Louis Tracy's "The Final War" wOl welcome his 
latest work, " The Darkest Hour." A deverly-written story that will tiUce a proounent 
pUce among the novels of the season. . . . The story devekyps on strildngly onginal 
lines, and the reader is thrilled by a series of sensations of a remarkable character. 
The fortunes of the unhappy persecuted heiress are so entrancing ^*-J«]"V*~*" 
will be able to put down the book tlU the finish has been reached.'— i^rif/M Mtrcmf. 
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Not in Fellowship. By 'Au£m.' 

Author of * The Untold Half,' 'Wheat in the Ear/ * Another Woman's 
Territory,' &c. [Seemed Edition. 



* "Alien " is a writer who paiiriBf b the rare gift of spiritual insight and real doqocnoe 
of axpressioo. ... A powerful book.' — Stjamn*s GmMeitg. 

' A really powerful story written with great charm and eloquence of expresdkm.'— /riiA 

' Is a book that wiU be read with great pleasure.'— ^Amfvw Htrald, 

* There are strong scenes in this book, some excellent descriptions of New Zealand, 
some admirable character-drawing and some ^ist and excellent reflections. Nora is a 
fresh delightful creature in the story. Halleluja Nell b charming.' — Vmmiiy Fmir. 

A Villago Ciironicle. By Katharine S. Macquoid. 

Author of < Patty/ ' His Heart's Desire,' &c. With full-page Illustra- 
tions by Forestier. 

< Charming loire stories and idylls.*— As// Matt (Huettt, 

* Of romantic interest, pretty and graoefuL' — Acadtmf, 

* Tenderly and delicately toM.'— j^Mmhtmot. 

The Secretary of State. By H. Maxwell. 

Author of 'The Unclaimed Millions,' etc. 

* A remarkably clever book. *^C0nrt Journal. 

* A capital }x»(ik,'^PaU Matt Gazette. 

* Of enthralling interest.— ZM//«r' Field. 

* Remarkably good throughout.'— Jlfa»rA««/lrr Courier. 

* An ingenious political noTel. '—OmtUak, 

* Written with great vividness and v^'—Beffasi H^kig. 

The Broken Fetter. By John K. Leys. 

Author of * Under a Mask,' < Held in the Toils,' etc. 

' This rattling story goes with a bang from start to finish ... an absorbing story.'— 
Belfast IVkig, 

A verv lively book ; one that will keep the reader thoroughly wide awake till the 
end is xtMcntd,'^Ll^ydt, 

A i^tender. By Annie Thomas (Mrs Pender-Cudlip). 

Author of * The Siren's Weh,' * Social Ghosts,' etc. 

* Mn Pender-Cudlip's novel U clever.'~i)4K//jr M»ii. 

* Well told and absorbing from start to finish.' — Jhtmdee Courier, 

* A good story, well written and interesting.' — Mormtng LeeuUr, 

A Pilsrrim of Love. By H. Taubman-Goldie. 

' As a story it is lively, amusing and readable to say nothing of being written in good 
style throughout.'— i>«fi^ TeUgrapK 
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In One Volume, price 3s. 6d. each 



Tb« Red- Headed Man. By 

Fergus Hume. 

Author of ' The Mystery of a Hansom 
Cab,' &c [ Third Edition. 

'"The Red-Heftded Man" is perhaps 
the best piece of work that Mr Fergus Home 
has civen us since he wrote " The Mystery 
of a Hansom Cab." . . . Brightly and smartly 
written, Mr Fergus Hume's tale contains not 
a single doll chapter.'— ^#rA/. 

The Oolden Tooth. By J. 
Maclarbm Cobban. 

Author of *The Angel of the 
Covenant,' Ac [ Third Mdiiien. 

* An esdting bit of fiction. It is excellently 
done. Mr Cobban is a bom novelist. . . . He 
has produced as entertaining a yam as we 
hairc come across for many a kfig day.' — 
Miming P9*L 

*"The Golden Tooth" may be recom- 
mended with confidence.' — Ecka. 

'A tale which is ingeniously complicated 
and well finished. The story may be recom- 
Bended. ' — A tksnmum, 

'A really excellent and injg;enkmsly-con* 
structed tale. . . . Treated with a briskness, 
hnmoar and unconTentiooality.'— 5'/«r/a/tfr. 

A Dutch Household. By 

Johanna Van Woude, 

translated by A. A. B. (This 
novel has run into seven editions 
in Holland.) 
*A perfectly charming little book.' — St 
tawuis G«u€tU, 

' A very simple, but very charming book.' 
— D«Ufy Sx^tts, 

* A singularly fresh and (feasant story.' — 
PmttM«UlG€U€tt«, 

The Master of Madroilo 
Mills. By IzA DuFFUS 
Hardy. 

Author of * The Love that He Passed 
By,' * MacGiUeroy's Millions,' &c. 
' A wdl-told and well-coostracted story.* — 

;This book deals with life in California. 
It is interesting all through.'— Z>ai(r Ntws, 



The Rose of Allandale. By 

Dr Gordon Stables, 
M.D., R.N. 

Author of 'The Mystery of a 
Millionaire's Grave,' &c. 

\Stc9nd Edition. 

' Breexy in style and highly sentarional in 

matter, the interest is sustained from be- 

5 inning to end without a break.'— il^flntfsm 

The Vaulted Chamber. By 

Harry A. Spurr. 
Author of *A Cockney in 
Arcadia,' &c. 

* Mr Spurr's story is weirdly iimsatinnal 
and intensely dramatic. We recommend 
it to readers who like a rousing tale.'— 
BirmiMgAatn GoMettt, 

* A Russian story which can be read widi 
a great deal of pleasure. The interest of the 
tale is well preserved, and kept carefully in 
the foreground by^ means of a rapid sac* 
cession of ingenious incidents.'— iV«rM 
Brttish Dmily MtUL 

The Lost Laird. By }. E. 

MUDDOCK. 

Author of < For God and the Gtar,' 
* Stripped of the Tinsel,' &c. 

\Seamd Edition. 

' Mr Muddock has caught the spirit and 
temper of the times with success, lib story 
is well laid and simfdy told, while among the 
characters we note as especially good in 
delineation are Janet Ogilvie and Keaacth 
Graham, the faithful servitors of the laird— 
Jamee Fraser.'— Z^oijjr CkmUcit, 

' A vigorous and interesting romanoe.'— 
Yorkshirt Post. 

*"The Lost Laird" is written with skUl 
and yow9.x,*'^Brmdf0rd Ohtnvtr. 

A Oirl from the States. 

By Dr Gordon Stables, 
M.D., R,N. 

Author of *The Mystery of a 
Millionaire's Grave,' 6c. 
' The book is brichtly and cheerily written. 
Si Jam*£t Bwdgtt. 

The book is well worth iMding.'— 
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The Prince's Feathers. By 

Mrs L£ITH-Adams (Mrs 
H. De Courcy Laffan). 

Aathorof ' Geoffrey SdrliDg/&c. 

* Is one of the moet ckanning Btories we 
ha^ leen of late ; a pastoral idyll ia prose, 
so ronaotic u ^e tale, so artistic the 
setting, and so graceful and poetic the style 
in which it is mnttiea.'-^Sir$mim£kam 
GMttte. 

The Woridly Hope. By 

Author of 'An Impressionist's 
Diary/ < The Laughter of joTe.' 
' A fasdnatiag novel. The tragedy of a 
voouui's sacrifice, the nnfathoaaue depths 
of a woman's love. The stoiy is exceed* 
iogly wfU told It is a bright book and 
well worth ptruuL'—'DuHiiee Courier. 

The Tras^edy of a Nose. 

By E. Gerard (Emily 
DB Laszowska). 

HSLMUTH SCHWARTZS. 
Author of ' Beggar my Neighbour,' 

'Miss E. Gerard's amusing tale is quite 
as clever in its way as anything she has 
written.* — Af arming Post, 

Across the Zodiac A Story 
of Adventure. 
By Edwin Pallander. 

In pictorial cloth, with a Frontis- 
piece. [Secmd Ediiian, 
' Oaa of the best books of the year.'— T^A^ 
IdomiMg Pott* 

Dr Qlennie's Daus:hter. By 

B. L. Farjeon. 

Author of *The Mystery of the 

Royal Mail,' &c. 

'A book which cannot be laid aside un- 
finished when oooe it has been b^un.'— 
NtmcmttU CkronicU. 

The Jolly Rosrer. By Hums 
NiSBBT. Author of ' Bail 
Up/ &c. 

In Pictorial Cloth, with Frontis- 
piece bj Author. \Sixth Edition. 

'An admirable story of sea heroes and 
pirates.'— /'oZr Mmtt GmutU. 

*BCr Home Nbbet can tell a wild story 
well and efiectively.*— rt«Mr. 

'The Mory it a good oam.*^British 



The White Flaic- 

By Mrs Bowden. 

' Military characters people the pages of 
this charming new story, llie tale u told in 
a clear and convincing manner.'— Z7mm&^ 
Courier. 

'Twixt Cup and Lip. By 

Mrs E. Lynn Linton. 

Author of * Patricia Kemball/ &c. 

[Third Editum. 
' A collection of tales ... all excellently 
written.' — Dmily News, 

Hidden Gold. 

By Frank Barrett. 

Author of * Fettered for Life,* 
'Lady Judas,' &c. [Second Edition. 

With Sword and Banner. 

By C. A. Wentworth 
Erck. 

Author of 'A Gentleman of the 

Nineteenth Century,' &c. 

'A really charming book.'— ^fv4»/ 
Mercury. 

'The tale is beautifully written.'- 
Lemimington Courier. 

lAy Douhle, and Other 
Stories. By Marcus 
Whitethorn. 

' Pleasantly told and thoroughly entertain- 
ing.' — Birmtngkam Gazette. 

The Desire of the Byes, 
and Other Stories. 

By Grant Allen. 

[Eif^fk Edition. 

in Life's Afternoon. By 

Curtis Yorke. 

Author of • Hush/ * Jocelyn Erroll,' 
' A Memory Incarnate,' &.C 
'Curtis Yorke has done nothing better 
than " In Life's Afternoon" . . . told with 
simplicity of diction and delicacy of senti- 
ment Chat is too uncommon.'— K^nlrAn^ 
Pott. 

The New Lady Teazle. By 
Helen Mathers. 

Author of * Comin' thro' the Rye,' 

&c. [TAird Edition. 

'The reader's attention u gripped from 

the beginning and closely hddthroughont.* 
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Leila's Lovers. A Tale of 
'Varsity Life. By H. M. 
Greenhow. 

Author of ' The Emperor's Design.' 
' As interesting tale of 'Vanity life, out 
of the ordinary ran, inasmuch as it deals 
fHdnly with giri students. Leila Tristram 
is an attractive character. The book is well 
written, bright and amusing.* — Birmimgluim 

MacQilleroy's Millions. By 

IzA DuFFUS Hardy. 

Author of ' In the Springtime of 
Love/&c [Second EdUioti, 

' A clever book. —St/ofiu/s GmMetU, 
'An exciting love story of engrossing 
interest.'— 7/«r/f«lfv AdoertUtr, 

* A very good %%xifry*^M9ming Leader, 
'A strong and exciting story.'— y>rAM/>v 
Mertildm 

The Desire of Men. By L. 

T. Meade. [New Edition, 

'The story u an awfull^r weird one, and 
poiMBiri a strong faadnation, which holds 
the reader until the climax u reached.' 

An Atlantic Traj^edy, and 

other Stories. By W. 
Clark Russell. 

Author of * The Convict Ship,* * An 

Ocean Tragedy.* 
' Sxdting and absorbing.'— i7«M^« Courier, 

' The reputation of the author as a charm* 
ing story-teller u well sustained in this 
vmume.* — Aberdeen Press, 



OXallas:lian, The Slave 
Trader. By C. Dudley 

Lam pen. Author of ' Barcali, The 

Mutineer,' &c Pictorial cloth, with 

Illustrations. 

' This is distinctly one of the best stories 
of the season, and is crowded with adventure 
from beginning to end.' — SUmdard* 

A Modem Marsruerite. By 

Samuel Floyd. 

• A stirring tale.'— r^Z?*^. 

* An elaborate romance of modem life.' — 
Acade9t^, 

Stories from Balladland. 

By Maye H. Black. With Twelve 
full-page Illustrations. 

* The stories comprise such old favourites 
as " Kmmont Willie," "Sir Patrick Sym," 
"Otterboume," "The Wicked Lord Soulis," 
and the like. Each is simply told, and a 
capital series of illustrations greatly enhance 
the value of the book. . . . Must prove a 
prime favourite amongst British children all 
the world oyfx.*—Dun€lee Ceurier, 

Monsieur Pichelitiere, and 

other Stories. By G. 
Baring Gould. 

Author of • Mehalah,* * Sins of Our 

Fathers*. 

• Prettily and graphically iKAA:-'Aberdeen 

■Amusing and enthralling.'— A<rwe<u//;r 
Dedly JoumaL 



POETRY AND THE DRAMA 



The Odes of Horace and 
Secular Hymns* rendered 

into English Verse by W. C. 
Grbbn» M.A. 

' Mr Green has handled with the exqnbite 
felicity and delicate lightness of phrase 
whidi characterises the Odn ef Hermee 
above all other ^ocm!&.'— Eastern Morning 
News, 

The Divine Commedia of 
Dante. Translated into 
English Verse by C Pottbii. 

' A translMaon to he read with pleasure 
and profit. . . . From it one may obtain a 
view of the great creatbn of the poet by no 
means unworthy of one of the great poems 
of the wOTld . ' — A berdeen Preu. 



Bowers of the Field. By 

HlfcLtNE GiNGOLD. 
Author of *The Chiddmgfield 
Chronicles,* &c Qoth, 3s. 6d. 
net. 

'A hook of charming verses.'— Z'm^t 
Express, 

Yseult. A Dramatic Poem. 
By M. R. Lange. Cloth 

2s. 6d. net. 
' Mr Lange's verse is musical and full of 
feeling ana colour. His characters are 
living and breath the fulness of life. The 
sensuousness of Yseult, the sufferings and 
agonies of Tristan are both features of the 
old \lvi%,'^Dnndee Courier. 
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Popular 2s. 6d. Novel Series 



I i( 



A Mairia^re Mystery. By 

Fergus Hume, 

[Second EdiHou, 

'A Marriage Mystery" is ingenbusly 
pat together. Mr Hume's new book is good 
of its kind.'— i4M«M«Km. 

' Mr Hnme has established his reputation 
as a clever writer of mysteries. The interest 
iJ well maintained.'— Cm^tT Circmiar, 

The Masquerade Mystery. 

By Fergus Hume. 

[Fourth Edition, 

* Is as good as, if not better than, ** The 

Mystery of a Hansom Cab." ... It is an 

excellent story, and the mystery is one 

which will puzzle most readers to solve.'— 

Dr Janet of Harley Street. 

By Arabella Kenealy. 

[SeventA Edition. 

I A clever book, and well worth reading. 

Miss Kenealy- has imagined an interesting 

character, and realised her vividly.'— X)«i^ 

CkrtmtcU. 

Some Men are Such Qentle- 
men. By Arabella 
Kenealy. 

[Seventh Edition, 
^ * The story is so brightly written that our 
interest is never allowed to fla^. The tale is 
told with spirit and vivacity, and show no 
little skill in its descriptive passages.'— 
Aauleftty. 

The Honourable Mrs Spoor. 

By Arabella Kenealy. 

[Fourth Edition, 
* A clever story— the most powerful piece 
of work that Miss Kenealy has done.'— 
Daily Chronicle. 

A Last Throw. By Alice 
M. Diehl. 

[ TAird Edition, 

*M» Diehl writes with vigour. Her 
style is easy and natural ; her characters 
are^ distinct and always human ; and her 
incidents are original and dramatic' — Daiiy 
Mail, 



A Woman's Cross. By 

Alice M. Diehl. 

[Third Edition. 

* Mrs Diebl's characters are w^ duMea 
and distinguished. ... Is far above the 
average of modem novels.'—.^/ /mmes't 
Bwlgtt. 

' Is a very interesting love-story. There 
an some well-drawn chMxmcUn.-^Pmlt MaU 
GaM€tt€. 

y*A Woman's Crom** is deveriy ooti- 
ceived.' — AcmJett^. 

Her Loying Slave. By 

Hume Nisbet. 

J Second Edition, 
go in it.'— TYmtm. 
' It is a good story well xx^A.'Stm$utmrd, 

The Laird's Deed of Settle- 
ment, By Jane M. 

KiPPEN. 

* Full of adventure and wit on eighteenth- 
century fiction of Scottish Life. . . . The 
story will be read with oooaiderable enjoy- 
ment as an interesting noveL' — Lwerjfto^ 
Mtrcury. 

The American Cousins. By 

Sarah Tytler. 

' Charmingly written, with a good deal of 
grace. It is a thoroughly modem and 
''live " story, and will be read with interest 
and pleasure. '—Court Journal. 

* Readers who delicht in aboadaaoe of 
detail and fulness of eUb^ration will find in 
** The American Cousins ** a fund of enjoy- 
ment.' — Littrmry WarieU 

A Man's Privilesre. By 

Dora Russell. 

[Third Edition, 

'The story opens dramatically. There are 
some fine stirring scenes in the book, and the 
descriptive passages betoken literary sldll of 
>raer.' — I 



no mean oc 



'Lttta* m9rwHry, 



ATorn-OutPase. By Dora 
Russell. [Third Edition, 

• A well constructed tale.'— Jlf(9nsM|^ Pott, 
' A smartly-written, up-to-date •-'- '— 



Sun, 



Ule.'-- 
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A Crazy Moment. By 

Sarah Tytler. 

'1 wdl-told story, the interest of which 
never tahslde%.*'^Sc4fismaM, 

'A most oriffiDaL fresh and cleverly- 
writtei xaXt'—Htrtford Times. 

'A capital and well-written book.'— 
Lrver^lCourier, 

'Of ibsorbing interest throaghoot.' — 
Ntwcasfk Chr0nici€. 

The Beautiful Soul. By 

Florbncb Marryat. 

[Fourth Editicn, 
'A very dianninc new story, touching, 
pathetic, pore, kindly, and full of interest 
and originality .. . . The characters are 
well drawn and clearly defined. The plot 
never flags.*— iir<««rA«r/«r Courier, 

In the Name of Liberty. By 

Florence Marryat. 

{Third EdUion, 

* Is a good story and thoroughly realistic' 
—SttmdMrd. 

' Is one of Miss Marryat's most rousing 
Moncu'—Smturdav Review, 

False Pretences. By Annie 
Thomas (Mrs Pender 
Cudlip). 

[Second Edition. 

* Miss Annie Thomas has rarely drawn a 
character so cleverly as that of the false 
and scheming Mrs Colraine.'— ffVrsA^ 

A Lover of the Day. By 

Annie Thomas. 

\Third Edition, 

This author's style b graphic and lively 
— her book should have many reader*.* — 
Yorkshirt Past, 

Hush Money. By Jean 

"MlBDLEMASS. 

[Third EdiHon, 

* It is a stoiy that will be read with keen 
interest . . . the romance is well worked 
out, and there are not a few delightful 
diapters.' — Dundee Courier. 

Fallen from Favour. By 

Jean Middlemass. 

' An attractive tale . . . thoroughly inter- 
cscing.'— ^t/rnvTr IVerid, 



The Queen Wasp. By Jean 
Middlemass. 

* a charming romance, full of human in- 
terest around the life of a plebeian company 
promoter and his aristocratic wife.' — People, 

' An excellent novel, and one which we can 
recommend.' — Manchester Courier. 

' A crisp, up>to-date romance of love and 
finance. The book is brightly written, the 
plot skilfully developed, and the interest 
well sustained from first to last.' 

A Darins: Spirit. By Mrs 

Bagot-Harte. 

'A book to be read with pleasure.'— P«/f 
MallGaaetU, 

' A welUwritten novel . . . the whole story 
is a very clever piece of workmanship.' — 
Belfast News Letter. 

Stripped of the Tinsel. By 

J. £. MUDDOCK. 

[Fifth Edititm. 

' A novel of considerable power, and one 
not likely to be overlooked by those who 
wish to read a graphic and original " Story 
of Bohemia."' — Westminster Renew, 

Without Faith or Fear. By 

J. E. MUDDOCK. 

[Second Edition. 
' Will be read with interest by all those who 
love to study the most serious problems of 
life, and it moreover possesses great charm 
of narration and grace of literary style.' — 
Daily Telegraph. 

JuanitaCarrinsfton. By Mrs 
Robert Jocelyn. 

[Fourth Edition. 

'Mrs Jooetyn describes a run with tlic 

hounds, or a day in the covers better than 

any novelist we have had since Whyte- 

Melville.'— ^/«r. 

The White Flower. By 

Clive R. Fenn. 

'An excellent story, admirably told.' — 
Pee^U, 

* One of the best novels of the year. A 
story of real live interest, told^ in excellent 
style with the true dramatic ring . . . will 
be enjoyed by all readers.' — Liverpool 
Courier. 

The Emperor's Desifirn. By 
H. M. Greenhow. 

*The stonr is well told, and is really 
amusing.' — Literary World. 
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Falsely Accused. By G. 

Norway. 

*A thrilling tale. . . . We will affinn 
that the book will not disappoint thoec who 
like a sensational story.' — Bookman, 

* The story is a very vigocoos and pleasing 

OOC.'— Zr^^. 

The Darinsrfords. By E. 

LODG£. 
'A well-told tale. The interest is capitally 
sustained.' — Liverpool Courier . 
'A bright story of interest.' — CtmtlO' 



A Son of the Qods. By R 

Lodge. 



* Mrs Lodge has nnqaestionablY enri. 
the reader of fiction by her last book " A 
Son of the Gods.** The manner m wfaiii the 
authoren has told it constittttes an iiherent 
fascination which leads the reader tc a BKNre 
than ordinary enjoyment of the book.'— 
LkmfooiPoft, 



The Champln^rton Mystery. 

By Le Voleur. 

'An exciting and well-written book . . . 
will not be laid down until the last page 
u reached.' — Dundet Courior, 
*A highly exciting and graphic tale.'— 
AtJUnMum, 

OtJUr fVarJks in the 



* « 



Love has no Pity. By 

Frederick Langeridgb. 

* The story is powerful and very deverly 
written, making an eiccellent norsL* — 
Liverpool Daily Momny. 

The Secret of Mark Pepys. 

By Frederick J. Proctor. 

' A tale of stirring times among Mexicans 
Full of incident from cover to cover, with 
a love interest mnning through.* — Bomkmmtu 

same Series in due amrse. 



8TORIBS OF PRISON UFH 

BOLTS AND BARS 

By F. O. VERNON HARGOURT 

Author of * From Stage to Cross,* * The Devil's Derelicts,' &c. 
Pictorial Cloth 3s. 6d., with 14 Illustrations by A. Pearss 

*Ab mm ptotiuM of prison lifo these powerful and tflRMttTely-wrltten 
tales are positlTely faselnatiiig In tlielr realism. . . . There is no tTPa of 
olfeBder, no fonn or aspeet of prison Ufe whieh Mr Vernon Harooort has not 
stndiea and tamed to aooonnt in his Ylvid and fttsdnating Tolnme. Ho better 
pietnres of prison Ufe have ever been written In this oonntry, and the evils 
of the present penal system were never more graphically and interestiagly 
laid bare.'— /)a//y Tetegraph. 



THE DEVIL'S DERELICTS 

By F. G. VERNON HAROOURT 

In Demy 8vo, Specially Designed Cloth Cover, with full-page 

Illustrations by A. Pearss, 2s. 6d. 

* Mr F. C. Vernon Harcourt, whose neme U welt-known in connection with the study of 
criminology, gives in ** The Devil's Derelicts " the story of four murders mnd the way in 
whidi the murderer was brought to justice. Thev make very^ interesting reading. ^ The most 
interesting of the series is a mth ^story entitled "The Vampire," in idiich the writer relates 
the history of an eztra(»xiinary criminal with whom he was brought in cootact, and while he 
does not make a definite assertion on the point, he clearly suggests that this man as the anther 
of the Whitechapel horrors. It is a terribly interesting %toirf7— Morning Advortisor, 
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DIGBT'S SIXPENNY COPYRIGHT NOVELS 

IN STRIKING PICTURE COVERS 



A Bid for Empire. By Major Arthur Griffiths. 

Lady Joan's Companion. By Florence Warden. 

Venus Victrix. By Helen Mathers. 

Tile Darlcest Hour. By Louis Tracy. 

Tlie Jolly Ros:er. By Hume Nisbet. 

Celia's Fortune. By Adeline Sergeant. 

Tlie Qolden Tootii. By J. Maclaren Cobban. 

Dr Janet of Harley Street. By Arabella Kenealy. 

Some Men are Sucli Qentlemen. By Arabella Kenealy. 

Tlie Red-Headed Man. By Fergus Hume. 

Ciaude Duvai of '95. By Fergus Humb. 

Tlie Crime of the Crystal. By Fergus Hume. 

A Life for a Love. By L. T. Meade. 

A Double Revens^e. By L. T. Meade. 

A Hidden Chain. By Dora Russell. 

The Beautiful Soul. By Florence Marryat. 

Scoundrel or Saint. By Gertrude Warden. 

A Saintly Sinner. By J. W. Maclaren. 
The Fields of Dulditch. By Mary £. Mann. 



To be published in the Springy 1906— 

Between the Dark and Daylisrht. By Richard Marsh. 

The Diamonds. By J. S. Fletcher. 

Last Words. By Stephen Crane. 

A Marriage Mystery. By Fergus Hume. 

toodcm : DIGBY, LONG & CQ., 18 BonTcrie Street, Fleet Street, £.C. 
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A Thrilling Romance by L. T. HEADE 

In Crown Sto, mctorial doth, with four fiiU-pKre Illustratioaa 
br H. L. SUiuUer Price 6s. 

VIRGINIA 



{SECOrfD rMPRESSlO/f 



"A stlrrini; story." — 
Morning Advertiser. 

"An taccMag novel." — 
Dtiadee Couiier, 

"Clever aad oxdUng."— 
Lmdhe Pletd. 

" A nmukablr attiaotln Moir 
. . . Vlitinik armnt ia a OaU- 
fomlui girl of ftii«f*p^ii y msuion 
and bwn^. . . . Tha booktttai 
a ttronc hold on Uw Ultatlon of 
the TMder, and tlw Ula thronsh- 
ont U of (Qch nnnnul powar and 
ftadnatton that it la hard to tar 
th* book down until the end U 
r«aehed."-i/iicota Hirairn. 

" btMiMly dramatlo. "— rorta^in 



A VERY CHARMING HOSPITAL ROMANCE 

A Raw Probationer 

By ELLIS DEAN 

AUTHOK Of "A Strange Honkymoon," etc. Priced. 
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Popular Novels by J. S. Fletcher 

Antlior of ' Wlien OliaTlmi tht First was Ktaig/ eta 
Crown 8vo. Price 68. Each 



A MAID AND HER MONEY 

With four full-page Illustrations by A. Talbot Smith, [/m tks Pt$ss. 

THE DIAMONDS [Secmd ImpmsUm. 
With five full-page Illustrations by Harold Piffard. 

* A really exciting and well-told story.' — Irish Times, 

* Mr Fletcher has given us a rattling good story.' — Court Journal, 

* A remarkably clever and ingeniously constructed story^— Scotsman, 
' An excellent story of the highly sensational kind.' — Truth, 

THE SECRET W A Y [i^w /«./^«*-. 

'An exciting tale. A really clever story of its kind, al)d the neat and 
natural manner in which he deals out a sensation every few pages is worthy 
of much praise.' — Daily Express, 

' The story is really most thrilling and exciting, and the writing is vastly 
superior to what one is accustomed to in this class of fiction.' — To-Day, 

* An exciting story, cleverly told, and from start to finish never flags. — 
Liverpool Post, 

' It is no sign of mental weakness to take a fresh liking for an occasional 
melodramatic story, full of mystery and still more ingenious detections, and 
of this class there have been few better specimens than Mr Fletcher's " The 
Secret Way."' — Morning Leader, 

'A well- written novel.' — Nottingham Guardian* 

BONDS OF STEEL 

' We have seen nothing so good as this from Mr Fletcher since the appear- 
ance of " When Charles the First was King." To attack the morality of 
lawful marriage in a manner to be convincing to the unprejudiced without 
outraging the sense of propriety of the most orthodox is a fact no writer upon 
this most delicate of social problems has achieved ; a fact which we think Mr 
Fletcher may be complimented upon having accomplished in this volume by 
creating as his hero and heroine a loyal and high-minded man and woman to 
whom nature appeals more strongly than conventional law. The subject is 
so well handleo, the moral to be drawn from it so good, it may safely be 
placed in the hands of the most innocent, and there is a wholesome lesson in 
the realities of life.' — Birmingham Daily Gazette, 

THE AIR-SHIP 

* Well written . . . skilfully and vividly told.' — Glasgow Herald, 

* Brightly written. Dramatic and efiective.' — Bristol Mercury, 
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By FERGUS HUME 
In Crown 8vo, Cloth, 6s. each. 

The Mandarin's Pan. 

With Frontispiece. 

[Second Edition. 
'Of abfocbing inkeresL'^^c^/fUMM. 

The Red Window. 

[ Third Edition, 

' Af good u Anything BIr Fergus Hume 
has done.*'— Ouflo&k, 

The Yellow Holly. 

[Tkifd Edition, 
'Of thrilling interest.'— r^.^^. 

• An exciting atory.'-^Ac^tmy, 

A Coin of Edward VII. 

[ riird Edition. 

' A clever story, holds one spellbound to 
the end/— XfW^M HeruUL 

The Crime of the Crystal. 

[Third EdUion, 
' Holds the reader enthralled until the last 
line is reached.'— Cmkt^ Circular, 

The Pasran's Cup. 

With Frontispiece. 

Third Edition, 

* A thrilling . . . will In every case be 
read at a sitting.'— ^P/at/pw Heraid. 

The Red -Headed Man. 

[Third Edition, 

' The best piece of work Mr Fergus Hume 
has don^'—fV^U. 

Shylock of the River. 

[Fifth Edition, 

'The most brilliant detective story Mr 
Hume has given UM.''-'Literary IVorla. 

The Masquerade Mystery. 

[Third Edition. 

' Is as good, if not better than " TThe 

Mystery of a Hansom Cab/' ^\c.*-^W»rid, 

A Marriage Mystery. 

Cheap Edition, 3s. 6d. 

'Very clever and well worlced out.— 
Vmnity Fair. 



By DORA RUSSELL 
In Crown 8vo, Cloth, 6s. each. 

A Patal Past. 

[Second Edition. 

The Silent Watches. 

• A dramatic iXarf^'-^Literaty WvrU. 

Rose Fleming. 

'A very charming tloty: — Lioer^oot 
Daily Pati. 

Hester Wray. 

[Second Edition. 

' There is plenty of excitement in tiie 
story /^i9crMtM/A«Mr Po»t, 

The Track of the Storm. 

*An exciting love romance/ — ZmmAs 
Htrald. 

A Great Temptation. 

With Frontispiece. 

[Second Edition. 

' One of Miss Russell's charmingly»gifted 
stories.'— ^rr»rr«^A«OT GoMttte. 
' A smartly-written romance.'— /V«/i^. 

A Strange Message. 

[Second Edition, 
' A dramatic xtory told in Miss Russell's 
best manner/— Z.tV«nii:r World. 

A Daughter of Darkness. 

Cloth, 3s. 6d. 

' A pleasant story, told in a pleasant way.' 
—A herdttn Joumai, 

A Curate of Royston. 

Cloth, 3s. 6d. [In the Pttss, 

A Tom -Out Page. 

Cheap Edition, as. 6d. 

'A smartly* written, up-to-date taJe.'— 
i'afjs. 

A Man's Privilege. 

Cheap Edition, as. 6d. 

* The book is very exciting *^Acadttt^. 

A Hidden Chain. 



6d. 



A Specially Designed Paper Cover, 
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By GERTRUDE WARDEN 

In Crown Svo, Cloth, 6s. each. 



TlM Moth of the Foot- 
lights. 

[In the Press. 

A Heart of Stone. 

'A ch&rming %tory,'—EMtem Morning 
News. 

'The book is mn absorbing one, and 
readers wiU be delishted with the author's 
latest work, which sEould not be missed. — 
Morning' A doertisor. 

The Game of Love. 

'A racy tale, written in a delightfally 
bright and brisk style '— Dundee Courier. 

A Syndicate of Sinners. 

•A capital sensational sioty^-'Glasgow 
Heruld, 

Beauty in Distress. 

* A capital xiwA*— Morning Leader. 

Set to Partners. 

*A fascinating romance.' — Dundee 
Advertiser, 

*A highly sensational story: — Daify 
News 

•A good story.'—Gra^kic. 



In Crown 8yo, Cloth, 3s. 6d. 



Nobody's Widow. 

'A charming story.'^Momit^ Lemder. 

'Brimful of amusenient.' — Dundee 
Courier. 

■ A sprightly atary.'—Dtuljf New. 

Scoundrel or Saint? 

With Pictori&l Paper Cover, 6d. 



By L. T. MEADE 

In Crown 8vo, Cloth, 6s. each. 

The Maid with the Qo^rsrles. 

[/n the Press, 

Bess of Delaney*s. 

With Frontispiece by Francis 

EWBN. 

' This new novel will rank amoo^ the 
finest tbe author has wntttn.*— Literary 
tVorld. 

A Double Revenge. 

[ JAird Edition, 
' A regular thriller.'— /rtkA Times. 
' A clever, bright and absorbing story.'-- 
Booksetler, 

Through Peril for a Wife. 

With Frontispiece. 

[TAird Edition. 

* As delightful as anything Mrs Meade'* 
facile pen has yet produced.'— ^#«**r^frr. 

By Mutual Consent. 

With Frontispiece. 

[Third £dtt ion, 

* A distinctly clever sUxj.^-'Onlooker, 

* An exciting ngmV-^t James' » Gaaette. 
'A remarkably attractive ftory.' — 

Bookseller, 

A Life for a Love. 

With Frontispiece. 

[Third Edition, 

•This thrilling tsl^*— Daily TeUgra^ 

Virginia. 

With four full- page Illustrations. 

[Second Edition, 

* A stirring iXary.'—MonUni Adoertiser. 

* Clever and excitmg.'— Z^M/fVf FieUL 



A Life for a Love. 

In Paper Cover, Sixpenny Edition. 

A Double Revenge. 

In Paper Cover, Sixpenny Edition. 
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In Demy 8vo, handsome cloth flfilt. Price 7s. 6d. net 

The World's Navies in the Boxer 

Rebellion 

(CHINA, 1900) 
WITH MiniEBOOS iLLinmuiTiom 

By Lieut. C. C. DIX, R.N. 

' Aboands in interest and excitement/ — Evening Standard, 
' Is exceptionally valuable.* — Glasgow Hircdd, 

' The book is interesting, being full of life and as breezy as a midshipmmn's 
yam ought to be. ' — Atktnaum. 

' — rn — w-r-m — r n -mm ^^ ^mbm m^m iiii-r- ^1 m^mi^ ■■!■ iim^iw ^ wii ■-■ - -i r^-^^*^^^— ~^^^^~^^ 

In Crown Svo. cloth srilt. Price 6s* 

RUSSIA OF TO-DAY 

By E. VON DER BRUQQEN ^ 

. Translated by M. SANDWITH 
'Few among the numerous books dealing with the Russian Empire which 
have appeared of late years will be found more profitable than Baron von der 
Briiggen s " Das Hentige Russland," an English version of which has now « 

been published.' — Times, 

MY FIRST VOYAGE ; MY FIRST LIE 

A Reminiscenee of an Imaginative Childhood 

8Se 6d. By ALPHONSB DAUDET Ss. 6d. 

Atttbor of *Baplio,' ftc 

* A charming story . . . extremely well written. The book is well worth 
reading.' — British Wukly. 

' A trifle of great charm . . . humour abounds and the story ends with one 
of those irrelevant but triumphant touches of pathos in which Daudet excelled 
all the writers of his generation.' — Literature, 

' The tale is one of those pretty fragments of autobiography seen throogh the 4 

blazing mirage of Province which Daudet touched with so great a charm. Mr 
Sherard has rendered the story into excellent English, and it is a pleasant 
memorial of Daudet's lively imagination and warm heart.' — Athenaum, 

* One of the most delightful little romances to which either M. Dandet or , 
Mr Sherard has ever appended his name.' — Liverpool Mercury, 

* Very charming is this " Reminiscence of an Imaginative Childhood "... the 
*story is so admirably told that one reads it with very keen enjoyment. '^(^Mtf. 

* People of scientific temperament often demand a definition of "charm." 
" My First Voyage " is a definition of the word in a hundred and seventy-five 
pages. ' — Academy, 

' An entrancing narrative, which has some of the finest characteristics of 
Dandet's style.' — Dundee Advertiser, 

London: DIGBY, LONG & CO., 18 Bouverie Street, Fleet Street, E.C 
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STEPHEN CRANE'S Last Book 

LAST WORDS 

6b. By STEPHEN CRANE 68. 

Author of 'Tlio Bed Badge of Ctowage,' *AettTe Bervioe,' *o. 

'Marked by the extraordinary vigour which made the writer famoas.' — 
A/Aif§aum. 

' In these stories, all too brief as they are, we have Mr Crane at his strongest. 
Grim — as tales of war should be — terse, vivid, with here and there an invaluable 
touch of humour, they cannot fail to make each reader realise afresh how much we 
have lost in losing the man who wrote them. Admirable, from another point of 
view, is the sketch " London Impressions," and among the stories pure ana simple 
** The Squire's Madness" is very clever, both in idea and execution.' — IVorii, 

A Powerful Novel of London Slum Life 

This Our Sister 

By Mrs HAROLD E. QORST. With Portrait of the Author. 

Price 6s. [Second Edition. 

* With an extraordinary power and a sustained grasp on the reader's very soul, 
Mrs Gorst has painted such a picture of life in London slums as sends a 
reviewer sick, as well as sorry, to his decent home, after patting down this 
novel. ... It is beyond question that this novel is one of the cleverest 
as it is one of the most powerful, that the trade of novelism has yet produced. 
Of its kind it is a masterpiece. It cannot be precisely enjoyed, but it cannot 
be at all forgotten. You may hate it, you will shudder at it ; you cannot be 
indifferently bored by it.' — Evening Standard and St /anu^ s Gazette^ 

*It is intensely powerful and moving. . . . The book has the piercing 
appeal of works like "Tales ot Mean Streets," with greater truth added. 
"This Our Sister" is a very fine achievement, whether we view it as 
literature or as a transcript from life.' — Morning Leader, 

A Weird Psychological Novel 

The Doom of the House of Marsaniac 

By WINIPRBDE TRAPPORD-TAUNTON. Price 68. 

' Those who like a sensational story, with a weird and uncanny atmosphere, 
will find all they want in "The Doom of the House of Marsaniac." ... An 
uncommonly entertaining book.' — LkycPs. 

A delightful Novel by Adeline Sergeant 

The Sin of Laban Routh 

By ADELINE SERGEANT. Price 6s. 

* The story is told simply and charmingly.* — Daily Mirror, 

* A very clever and interesting story.' — Eastern Morning News, 

London: DIGBY, LONG & CO., i8 Bonverie Street, Fleet Street, E.C. 
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POPULAR BOOKS 

BT HELEN MATHERS 

Autlior Of *OomliL' tliro' ttie Bye,' 'Ho&ey,' ete. 



In Crown 8vo, handsome cloth. Price 63. each. 

DAHLIA 

'The aathoress of "Comin' thro' the Rye** presents us with a 
▼olame of sketches mostly of ** high life " in London, and the Riviera 
and elsewhere. The interest of the most spiritless reader of fiction 
cannot help being aroused by the piquancy of these delightful sketches. 
Miss Matheis has a laige circle of readers, and this volume cannot fail 
to add to their number.' — Scotsman, 

VENUS VICTRIX 

'A series of realistic stories . . . magnificent for descriptive 
power.* — Eastern Morning; News, 

' A volume which is sure to find a warm welcome from the 
novelist's large circle of admiring readers.' — Luds Mercury, 

'The stories capture and hold the attention, and will find much 
£ftvour with a very considerable circle.' — Ghbe. 



lo pictorial cloth, with frontispiece by P. H. Townsend. 

3s. 6d. each 

THIRD EDITION NOW HEADY 

THE NEW LADY TEAZLE 

'A volume of stories by the author of '*Comin' thro' the Rye." 
This little story, an effective little comedy in five chapters, deals with 
a domestic crisis in Carlton House Terrace ... the other tales are in 
. Miss Mathers' characteristic vein.' — AccuUmy, 

* Told with skill and literary grace and vigour.' — Gia^gow Herald, 

THIRD EDITION NO IV READ Y 

THE FACE IN THE MIRROR 

* Extremely interesting and written in a charming manner. The story 
which forms the title of the book is a particularly fascinating one.' — 
DufuUe Courier. 

' Written with dramatic power. ... A capital book for a reader 
who likes a story to be at once light and stimulating. — Scotsman* 

Ixmdmi : DIGBY, LONG ft CO., 18 Bouvcric Straet, Fleet Street, E.C. 
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A CHARMINQ HISTORICAL ROMANCE 

In Crown Svu, Handsome Cloth Ollt. Price 6s. 

With FrontispiMe by FRANCES EWEN 

[Sttund Imprcisio* 

OUR IrADY 

OF BEAUTY 

Beiat the story of the love ot Charles Vll., Kins of Prance, 
ind Apies Sorelle, Demoiselle de Promeatcaa 



LUCAS CliEEVE 

"The heroine of this story is noae other than tlie 
beautiful Atnea 5orelle, 
DemoiBclle de Fromeoteau, 
while the hero 15 Charles Vll. 
of France. The charm and 
l>eanty of Afnes 5oreIle, her 
passionate love for the Kiac, 
ber wisdom and diplomacyi 
ber wit and bravery form the 
theme of this novel. Lucas 
Cleeve has made a fascinating 
picture of ber: a picture to 
linger in the memory • • . 
Lucas Cleeve has civen ns 
the story of a woman's heart, 
a story tiiat is worth the 
readiat."— r//£ ACADEMr. 

"A beautiful story, beantl> 
p„nt»fi^, fully told."-0£/rLOOA:. 

"Will charm the habitual reader ot modero fiction." 

—COUHT CIRCULAR. 
•'BxceedlBgly \nUnaiaikt."-QLAawW HERALD. 



Loadon: DIGBV, LONG & CO., iSBoaTwrkStiMi, fleet StiMt. E.C. 
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Miscellaneous 



The Birds of Our Country. By H. E. Stewart, B.A. 

With Illustrations by Archibald Thorburn, J. Giacomslli, (7. E. 
LODGB, K. Kbyl, R, Krbtschmbr, &c Crown 8vo. Pictorial cloth, 
gilt top, 3s, 6d. Illustrated Prospectus witk Press Opinions post finu, 

[Second Edition, 
* This capiul work furnishes^e youflg collector wiih a book whicb is not b^FOod his 
mouu, and which at the same time contains an account of all the birds whidi he is 
likely to oMt with in the British lsi^'^N^rt/9rd Times. 

The Memoirs of Qerald O'Connor. By William O'Connor 

Morris, late Coanty Court Judge and Chairman of Quarter Sessions 

of Roscommon and Sligo. Cloth gilt, 7s. 6d. net. 

' The Memoirs are wonderfully interesting reading.'— 7*MiM. 

' An altogether charming and exceedingly instructive book.'— Umted Stroke Magmaime, 

'The Memoirs are interesting, not to say stirring. '—J«lMrWk^ Rariew, 

The Secrets of the Hand. By Maud Harries. Paper, is. 

' Those wishtn|( to learn the art and mystery of fortune-telling by the hand will find 
much information in this volume.' — Observer. 

Nis^h on Sixty Years at Sea. By Robert Woolward (* Old 

Woolward.') Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. With Portrait. [Second SoUHon, 

* Very entertaining reading. Captain Woolward writes sensibly and straightforwaidly. 
and tells his story wiui the frankness of an old salt. He has a keen sense ofnumonr, and 
his stories are endless and very entertaining.' — Ti$fies. 

Recollections of Sport amons: Pin, Pur and Peather. 

By Jambs Conway, Author of ' Forays among Salmon and Deer,' 

* Mr Conway' 
of which he here 

•Wehaveread - . ^ 

with such enthusiasm, and he is such a successful anper and shot, that it is impoflnUe 
for a lover of sport not to envy him.'— ^/ectatcr. 

The Author's Manual. By Percy Russell. 

With Prefiitory Remarks by Mr Gladstonb. Cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 

[Ninth and Cheaper Edition. 

' Mr Russell's book as a vexy complete manual and guide for journalise and antbor. 
We have little else but praise for the ycAyxaam.*--1Vt$tminst€r Rtmew, 

'The aspirant to literature may certainly read Mr Russell's book with profit.'— 
spectator. 

' A handbook that will prove very useful to all who aspire to write for the press in any 
of the various branches of literary work. . . . This is the only manual comprehending 
all departments of professional literature from paragraph writing to the production of the 
hock^—Mamkcster Cornier. 

The Worlds of Earth : The Past, Present and Future of the 

Earthly Economy. By John Spbncbr Hall. With Maps and 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, ys. 6d. 

*The book is likely to interest the student of the Old Testament; H contains two 
maps and two illustrations.' — Bookseiler. 

*An interesting study of the past, present and fiitare of the euthlj wonony from a 
spiritual standpoint' — Rock. 

London: DIGBY, LONG & CO., 18 Bonvvrie Street, Fleet Strett, B.C. 
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POPULAR NOVELS BY ARABELLA KENEALY 

Author of ' Dr Janet of Barley Street,' ete. 



In Crown 8vOt handsome doth. Price 6^ 

HIS ELIGIBLE GRACE THE DUKE 

SECOND EDITION 

\ Is characteriied bjr all that crispness of dialogue and cleverness of characterisatioo 
which won for her previous work so much well-deserved pnuse.'— IVrAf Aiirr Htruld. 

* We have read the stories with pleasure, and would have been pleased had there 
been more. * ^Morning Pcsi. 

< A constellation of sparkling tales.'— />a<(K Mail 

' The stories have all the sprightly cleverness, easy neatness of workmanship* 
happy style and humour that we expect from Miss Kenealy.*— /)af^ Exprtu. 

' Admirers of Miss Kenealy will be delighted with this volume. Thejr are all 
pre«ent<day tales, well compacted and without superfluous phrase, and displaying 
bnmottr, pathos, and occasional touches of cynicism.' — GUugaw Herald, 

'The best collections of stories we have seen for some ^mt,* —Birmingkam Pott, 

' Miss Kenealy knows how to amuse her readers, and in her collection of stories 

we find hardly one tale without some originality or cleverness.'— >iS/ /mrmi*! 

Gtutttt, 

' Miss Kenealy has some pretty stories in this collection . . . they are gracefully 
written.' —iS'/Mte/«r. 

In Crown 8vo. Cloth Qllt. Cheap Edition, as. 6d. each 

DR JANET OF HARLEY STREET 

' It is a clever book and well worth reading.'— />a/i> Ckramcle. 

THE HONOURABLE MRS SPOOR 

* A clever story.' — Daify CkronicU, 

' This powerful story . . . brilliantly 9t^vn)L*^PaU Mail GaagtU, 

SOME MEN ARE SUCH GENTLEMEN 

'A book to read breathlessly from beginning to viA.*—P€M Mail GaaetU. 
'A really good stor^, orifinal, well written and strong.' — LiUrmry Wvrld, 
' The story is so brightly written that our interest is never allowed to flag. The 
tale is told with spirit and vivacity. ' — Academy , 

SADI GRANTS LATEST NOVEL 

A Guardsman Japanese 

By the Author of * A Japanese House-Party,' &c. 

' This brightly-written Japanese stoiv will be popular. The aathofess 
has certainly written a tale about the Japanese on novel lines, and her 
study of the Japanese character is distinctly out of the common.' — 
Glasgow Herala, 

LoDdoD ; DIGBY, LONG & CO., i8 BoiiTerie Stieet, Fleet Street, E.C. 
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'Mr Carter Platts to the Max Adeler of the present 
Ceaeratioa.'— YORKSHIRE POST. 

W. CARTER PLATTS'S HUMOROUS BOOKS 

In Crown 8vo» pictorial cloth, as. 66. each 

THE TUTTLEBURY TALES 

Seventh Edition 

^mli ifaU GmttU.-^* The rollicking good humour b imristible.' 
GMi.—* Tb«M lively epitodei will m the Aource of heiuty laughter/ 
S^tatcr. — ' Mr Platts reminds us of the American homoriat, M ax Adeler. Hb fun is of 
the same kind, farcical, of course, but unstrained and laughter compelling.' 

St Jmmu't Btulg9t.-^* Very amusing. There is not a dull line from start to finish.* 



THE TUTTLEBURY TROUBLES 

Third Edition 

Yprkskirt Post.—* " The Tuttlebury Troubles" are very much better than " The Tuttle- 
bury Talek** The Troubles are a good instance of a humorist extravagance at its best. They 
bck neither originality nor finish ; they are supremely funny from first to last, and they have 
even a visible vein of underlying common sense. Of most of the fun throughout, it may be 
said that there is nothing so heartily laughable in the comic literature of the times.' 

THE WHIMS OF ERASMUS 

Second Edition, 3s. 6d. 

Smm. — * The humour b irresbtible. There b a laugh with almost every sentence, and a 
very hearty laugh too. The fun b of a dbtinctlv rollicking character. It b of the most 
spontaneous kind, and is equally forcible both in idea and in expression.' 

Se^Ummm — »' The book will give many a hearty laugh to anyone who reads iL' 

BUNKUMELLl 

In specially desls:ned cloth cover, 3s. 6d. 

* The book contains nineteen stories, each as laughter provoking as the other.* ~7V-Z>ay. 

FLUSH TIMES AND SCIMP 

IN THE WILD WEST 

In specially deslgrned cloth cover, 3s. 6d. 

7>>/>i^.'— * Told with a humour and pathos wholly delightful.* 

Revitw 0/ RtvUwM.^* Full of exciting adventure ... the book b very good reading. 

BETWIXT THE LINO AND THE LOWLAND 

In specially designed pictorial cloth, 6s. 
With full-page Illustrations by the Author 

Daify iViraw.— * We have thoroughly enjoyed the book.' 

Daify Ckronicit.—^ We have never read a book with so much pleasure. Mr Carter Platts 
tells many good stories.' 

Spirting Timtt.^* Mr Carter Platts b a wonderfully clever and ■""«*'"£ writer. We 
UgUy caaimend the volume to our readers.' 

LivtrpmiDmilv P^st.^* From title page to "fmb" there b not a dull page m thb bright 
and bceesy book, which b admirably illustrated by the author.' 

London : DIGBY, LONG ft CO., 18 Bonverie SCreet, Fket Street, £,C 
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SATURDAY REVIEW. — " Mr Mafah'B rtorlea are atriklagly 
origtoal ; they have a atrong leaven of dlatlartlon, and 
are vaatly entertalnliig." 

In Crown Svo., baadsome dotb. Price 6b. eadt. 

Between % Dark and tlie Dayligl|t 

By RIOHABD HAHBH [Seamti EdiHim. 

Aulhot of ' The Beetle,' ' The Twickenham Peerage,' ' Frivolilies,' 
' A Spoilet of Men," ' The Marquis of Pnlney,' &c. 

Some Press Opinions 



Utanuy Vorld. — ' The volnme 
coDUini levcnl stories that ttMf 
be coanted among the most in- 
leieiling and ingeoioui ever given 
to the pnblie by the anthoi.' 

Totitaliln FtMt — ' A leallp 
entertaining collection of stories 
. . . No lover of fiction could 
devise a more eniertaining 
Tolame.' 

Bristol Kanraiy.—' Vivid and 
entertainJQg short stories.' 

leetimaa. — 'A volume oi 
stories, light aad humorous in 
character and all highly amusing 
... all told in a brisk and 
buojnuit style.' 



-' The lover 
of short stories will revel in this 
COllectiail.' Prtntit^ttt. 

AN ARISTOCRATIC DETECTIVE 

By RIOHABD KABSH [Tkird EdOim. 

Ootnt Obvnlar. — ' Mr Marsh tells in a very agreeable manner a inimbet of 
detective stories of the Sherlock Holmes order.' 

LcMkdon: DIGBV, LONG & CO., i8 Bonvcrie Street, Fle«l Street, E.C. 
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Popular Novels by Lucas Cleeve 

In Crown 8vo, handsome cloth. Price 6b. each 



THE DREAMER [Suond impression, 

* The best book I41CM Cleeve has writteo/— I^M/r M»ii, 

' Written with real insight into chaxacter.' — Daify Expreu* 

OUR LADY OF BEAUTY 

Being the story of the love of Charles VII., King of France, and Agnes 
Sorelle, Demoiselle de Fromenteau. With Frontispiece by 
Francis Ewbn. [Second EtHtiem, 

* Lucas Cleeve has made a fiudnating picture of Agnes Sorelle ; a picture to linger in 
the memory. Lucas Cleeve has given us the story of a woman's hcmrti a story that it 
worth the reading." — AemtUmjr, 

FREE SOIL, FREE SOUL [Secaui Ednum, 

la ipedaUy dMigned pictorial ooyer, wtth lUaitratioBs by A. T. SmitlL 

' In this novel the writer known as Lucas Cleeve has produced what ns a short study of 
eliaracter nuiy fairly be described as his masterpiece. In construction, directness of 
telling and unrelentmg fidelity of purpose this book is, so far as our experience goes, the 
best tning this writer has produced. The merit of the story lies in its telling, and its 
method of telling is very good indeed. The story may be read at a sitting, uid oooe 
begun will not be laid asi<M until ^lUshcA.'-^Birmimg'kmm Daify P9*t. 

AS THE TWIG IS BENT [Suond sduum. 

* A capital novel, remarkable chiefly for \V% strong diaracter drawing.'— ^S'ctf/mMit. 

■ A good story. The story of the flotation of the " Wheel Anne " is very well dode.'— 
^Daify Ckronieit. 

* The story is admirably told, the character drawing is clever.'— <;iSs^f»w Hwrmid* 

' The story is well worked out . . . decidedly the best we have seen by this author 
and should add considerably to his reputation.' — Birmi^gAmm GtuutU. 

MARY ANNB OP PARCHMENT BUILDINQS 

[Second Sdiiiom. 

* A truly delightful ttoryZ—B^fikMlUr. 

' Mary Anne was an artist's model by day and a member of the Alhambra ballet by 
night. The plot of the story is good . . . Uie dinoutnuni is affecting and telling.*— k^ 
Jmrnet't GaattU. 

' Mary Anne is a most attractive character ... a story which is devoriy ooooeivBd 
and powerfully executed.' — Giofgwt Hemld 

' The tale is undeniably interesting, and the slumming parts are very well done . . . the 
beautiful Mary Anne is a striking and original character. —Dmndtt AdoertUer, 

' A vieorous and welUworked-oot story. Mary Anne herself is a delightful picture 
of a Cockney girl, and the mangled pathos and humour of her class are admirably 
portrayed.' — Comrt Circular, 

THE MAQIC OP ROME ise^vmi sjitiom. 

' It deals mainly with the affairs of a noble family in Rome ... a story of stnmg 
human interest, in whidi deceit and intrigues by the cler|nr play a prominent part, and 
the reader is thrilled by a succession of sensational situations. It caanot be denied that 
a most powerful novel is evolved, and one which, ably written as it is, will attract a great 
deal of attention.' — BrisUl Mercury. 

London : DIGBY, LONG ft CO., 18 Bouverie Street, Fleet Street, E.C 
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THIRD IMPRESSION 

A THRILLING STORY BY J. S. FLETCHER 

Antbor of " Wben OlMrlM the Clnt waj ElnCi'' •to. 



THE DIAMONDS 

"A rattling food story. The book will toter«st the 
reader beyond question, while It will certainly odd to 
Mr Fletcher's reputation as a writer of up-to-date 
sensational fiction."— Court Circular. 



"A book of eictroordlnary 
Interest" 

— DUHOCE AOVHTWER. 



"A detective story . . . 
excellent and entertaining." 

— MORNINa LCADCR. 

"A book of sttrrint read- 
ing." 

— Eastern MoRNiHa Niws. 
" A stlnulatlng tale." — 
8t Jamcs's Gazctti. 

*'A really exciting and 
well-told story." 

— iRtSH Tim IS. 



Londoo; DIGBY, LONG & CO., 18 Boarctie Street, Fleet Soeel, B.C. 
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In Crown %ro. Cloth. Price < 
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